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MARVELS
AND MYSTERIES

i.

THE LONG ARM OF
COINCIDENCE

I. THE PORTMANTEAU

MR. BIDDER had a telegram in his hand.

Here it is :

" Come up at once. Stone, Scotland Yard"

Mr. Bidder was the senior partner in the

firm of Bidder, Tuxwell, and Harris, of

Birkenhead. A confidential clerk one

Raymond Hastie had been discovered in

an extensive system of embezzlement. Mr.

Hastie had disappeared, and with him some

necessary books and a considerable sum in

cash as well. The affair was in the hands

of the police, and the above curt telegram
had been just received from that well-known

officer, George Stone, of Scotland Yard.
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Mr. Bidder left for London almost immedi-

ately after its receipt. He journeyed by the

train which leaves Liverpool at 4.5 p.m., and

is due at Euston at half-past eight. He
took with him a black portmanteau. It was

one of tolerable size. He was a spruce

gentleman, and as he might be detained

in town for a day or two he thought it

would be as well to go provided.
In his first-class compartment there was

but one other passenger. This was a slight,

weedy- looking gentleman, who was en-

veloped in a voluminous overcoat which was

obviously not of English manufacture. The
afternoon was dull, there was more than a

suspicion of mist in the air
;
but though it

was cool, it was still not cold enough for

the average Britisher to sit muffled to the

chin in a curiously shaped garment made
of Irish frieze, apparently about an inch in

thickness. Mr. Bidder eyed his fellow-

passenger, though there was not much of

him to be seen
; for, in addition to being

muffled to the chin, he wore a soft felt hat

which he had pulled down to his eyes.
Mr. Bidder was conversationally inclined,

but he felt persuaded that there was little

in the shape of social intercourse to be

got out of the gentleman who crouched at
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the other end of the carriage. Still he

thought he would try.
"
Going through ?

"

Mr. Bidder flattered himself that the tone

in which he put this inquiry was genial.

But the fact is, he was used to public speak-

ing of a kind teetotal and down-with-

everything-pleasant platforms, and such like

and in spite of himself his manner was

pompous, and, perhaps, a trifle dictatorial.

Still, this was not sufficient to account for

the behaviour of the gentleman addressed.

That individual sprang from his seat and

turned towards Mr. Bidder with a gesture
which was distinctly threatening. For a

moment it really appeared as though he

was about to assault him. If such was his

intention he very wisely thought better of

it, and sank back into his corner.
" What's that to do with you?" he growled.
Mr. Bidder was conscious that it had

nothing to do with him
; still, the fact might

have been stated in more courteous fashion.

He began to consider whether it would not

be advisable at the first stopping station to

get into another carriage. But when they
did stop other passengers got in who ap-

peared to be quite as much disposed to talk

as he was.



4 MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

At Euston, in connection with this gentle-

man, something really remarkable happened.
Mr. Bidder was going along the platform in

search of his portmanteau when he met a

porter bearing the identical article aloft upon
his shoulder. By his side walked the gentle-

man in the overcoat. Mr. Bidder stopped.
"
Porter, that 's my portmanteau ! What

do you mean by walking off with it ?
"

The porter seemed to be a little surprised.
" Yours ? Why, this gentleman says it 's

'is."

"
It is nothing of the kind. Take it to

my cab. It 's mine !

"

" Yours !

" The gentleman in the over-

coat stepped in front of him. He seemed

to be literally shaking with rage. "If you
don't stow that I '11 make you sit up sharp.
Give me that portmanteau !

"

He stretched out his hand to take the

portmanteau from the porter ;
but Mr.

Bidder was not to be bullied out of his

property quite so easily as that.
" You will do nothing of the kind, porter.

I tell you that portmanteau 's mine. Call a

constable. Officer!"

There was a policeman standing a little

distance off. Mr. Bidder beckoned to him.

Directly he did so the stranger's face as-
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sumed a peculiarly ghastly hue. Without

a word he slunk off and disappeared in the

crowd.

The porter was amazed.

"Well, that beats anything. That's the

coolest hand I ever see. He came to me
and says,

' Put that portmanteau on a cab,'

as though he was a dook. Are you going
to give him in charge ?

"

"
I ought to, but I 'm in a hurry. I '11 let

the scoundrel go scot free this time."

Off went Mr. Bidder in triumph with the

porter and portmanteau. He told the cab-

man to drive to a certain well-known hotel.

When he reached it a man suddenly ap-

peared at the side of the cab and looked

at him. Mr. Bidder stared in return, for

the man was a perfect stranger. He was

one of the tallest men he had ever seen,

six foot five or six, with a moustache of the

most extravagant dimensions. The hotel

porter coming to take the luggage from

the driver, the man stood aside on the pave-
ment. But as he went up the steps Mr.

Bidder not only saw the fellow wink at him,

but even hook his finger on to the bridge
of his nose with a gesture which was not

only familiar but impertinent. Mr. Bidder,

who had not yet altogether recovered
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from his adventure with the gentleman in

the overcoat, told himself that the man was

drunk.

It was considerably past nine o'clock.

Mr. Bidder was hungry. Giving instruc-

tions to have some dinner prepared for him,

Mr. Bidder followed his portmanteau to his

bedroom. The hotel porter having removed

the strap, all he had to do was to insert the

key and turn the lock. But this was exactly

what he was unable to do. There was

something the matter either with the key
or the lock, for the key would not turn.

Mr. Bidder began to lose his temper. It

was long past his regular dinner-hour, and

he was very hungry indeed. He examined

the key ;
it seemed to be all right. He put

it again into the lock
;
but no, it would not

turn.
"

I wonder if that scamp has been playing

any tricks with the lock ?
"

He alluded to the gentleman in the over-

coat
; but a moment's reflection showed him

that that was scarcely possible. He had

seen the portmanteau put into the luggage-
van with his own eyes ;

it had reposed in

the luggage-van throughout the journey ;

certainly the gentleman in the overcoat

had not stirred from his own corner of
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the carriage. On their arrival scarcely a

moment had elapsed before he had detected

the enterprising traveller in the act of es-

corting his prize. It was impossible that

it could have been tampered with by him.

Mr. Bidder tried again. He gave the

key an extra twist : it turned indeed, it

turned with a vengeance. But that was

not the only cause which induced him to

so precipitately assume an upright position

on his feet. It was perhaps a little surpris-

ing that the key should all at once have

turned so readily, but it was much more

surprising that, simultaneously, such a pecu-
liar sound should have begun to issue from

what might, metaphorically, be called the

bosom of the portmanteau, and not only

begun, but continued in fact, was continu-

ing as Mr. Bidder stared down at the re-

ceptacle of his belongings.
"Whatever have I put inside to make

such a noise as that ?
"

He knelt down to see, but the portman-
teau refused to open. The key was still

in the lock. He felt quite sure he had

turned it
; still, he might be mistaken, so

he made another trial. Whether he had

or had not turned it before, it turned quite

easily again, and instantly the noise re-
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doubled. The thing might have been alive,

and resenting the touch of its owner's

hand. Mr. Bidder sprang to his feet again ;

he was not only surprised, he was even

startled.

"It sounds exactly as though someone had

set the mechanism of some clock-work going.

Good " He hesitated before he let the

word come out, but it did come out.
" Good

heavens! I don't believe that after all the

thing is mine."

By "the thing" he meant the portman-
teau. When the thought first struck him

the perspiration stood upon his brow. Was
he the thief? Had he robbed that other

man? What a barefaced scoundrel the

gentleman in the overcoat must have taken

him to be! The idea was horrible, but

close examination showed that it was true :

the portmanteau was not his. It bore a

strong superficial resemblance to the genuine
article, but none the less it was not the real

thing. It is not difficult, especially at night,

to mistake one portmanteau for another a

fact which was acutely realised by Mr.

Bidder then. He was aghast. He was a

man of some imagination, and a mental

picture was present to his mind what must
the gentleman in the overcoat be thinking
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of him then ? And he had beckoned to a

policeman too!

As he was still trying to realise the situa-

tion someone tried the handle of the bed-

room door, and, finding it locked, tapped at

the panel. Mr. Bidder opened. A stout,

middle-aged man immediately stepped inside

and closed the door behind him.
"

I 'm a detective."

"A detective!" cried Mr. Bidder, his

brain in a whirl.
" The very man I

want."
"
Indeed," rejoined the new-comer with a

noticeable dryness. "That's odd, because

you 're the very man I 'm wanting too."

Mr. Bidder was the very man he wanted !

A detective!

Was it possible that the gentleman in the

overcoat had already laid information, and

he was actually suspected of crime ? The
situation was distinctly not a nice one, but

it was obvious that it only required a few

words of explanation.
"

It is absurd
;
one of the most absurd

things of which I ever heard, though I own
that at first sight it must have a suspicious

appearance to a stranger's eye."
Mr. Bidder laughed uneasily ;

he was

scarcely in a jovial frame of mind.
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"

I suppose you know what I want you
for?"

"
I suppose I do if you put it in that

uncomfortable sort of way. But, my dear

sir, if you will allow me to explain
"

" You can make a statement at your own

risk, and I shall take it down. But perhaps
first you 'd better hear the warrant read."

" The warrant !

"
Mr. Bidder stared.

" The warrant."
" You don't mean to say there has been

a warrant taken out already ?
"

"
I don't know what you call already.

The warrant has been out three months."

"Three months! Why, the thing has

only just occurred !

"

The detective gave quite a start.
" You don't mean to say you 've been up

to any of your tricks already ?
"

"My tricks, sir! What on earth do you
mean ?

"

"
I don't want to have any talk with you.

We expected you over three months ago ;

we're not so fast asleep as some of you
fellows seem to think. I don't know how
it was I missed you at Liverpool, but I was
on your track directly afterwards, and you
only slipped me at Euston by the skin of

your teeth."
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By this time it began to dawn upon Mr.

Bidder that a certain amount of confusion

existed either in his or in the detective's

mind.
" Will you be so good as to tell me who

and what you take me for ?
"

"
I 'm going to arrest you on the charge

of bringing over an infernal machine from

America to England."
" An infernal machine !

"

gasped Mr.

Bidder.
" From information received, I believe

the thing is called a dynamite portmanteau."
" A dynamite portmanteau !

"
Mr. Bidder

turned to the portmanteau on the floor.

" You don't mean to say that this that that

fellow's portmanteau Good heavens !

you don't mean to say that this apparently
innocent -

looking piece of luggage is a

dynamite portmanteau ?
"

"Is that the article ? What 's that

noise ?
"

"It's it's the portmanteau."
" You infernal villain ! you don't mean

that you Ve set it going ?
"

The detective made a bolt for the door,

dragging Mr. Bidder with him. He flung
it open, but he was just too late to get out-

side, for there was a vivid flame, a blinding



12 MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

smoke, a loud report, and the next thing

Mr. Bidder and the detective were conscious

of was that they were lying on the top of

the landing in the centre of a crowd of

excited people.
"
They 're not dead," said someone.

" Nor likely to die !

"
exclaimed a voice at

Mr. Bidder's side, and the detective stag-

gered to his feet. Mr. Bidder felt that he

would rather lie a little longer where he was.

The detective pulled himself together.
"

I 'm a detective. There 's been an ex-

plosion. This man has tried to blow the

place up with an infernal machine."
"

I protest !

"
cried Mr. Bidder, struggling

to stand up straight to deny the charge.
The detective, thrusting his fingers into

the collar of his shirt so as to almost choke

him, nipped his denial in the bud.

"Are there any constables here?"
"
Heaps," replied one of the bystanders.

" The house is full of them, and the street

as well."

As a matter of fact a couple of constables

immediately advanced.

"You know me?"
" You 're Mr. Humes, sir. We know

you very well."
"
Is there an inspector here ?

"
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"
Inspector, sir, is downstairs."

"
I '11 go down to him. See that no

one goes inside that room
;
for all I know,

there may be another explosion still to

come."

Mr. Humes went down
;
Mr. Bidder went

with him with Mr. Humes' fingers in his

collar. In the hall they encountered an

inspector. The trio adjourned to a little

room upon one side. Here they were im-

mediately joined by the manager of the

hotel.
" What is the meaning of this ?

"
inquired

that gentleman.
"

It means that this man has brought an

infernal machine over from America and

exploded it in your hotel."

"It is false !

"

gasped Mr. Bidder.
"
Officer, I insist upon you taking your

hand away from my throat."

Mr. Humes nodded to the inspector ;
the

inspector approached, his hands to his

pocket. In an instant Mr. Bidder had a

pair of handcuffs on his wrists. Then Mr.

Humes removed his fingers.

Mr. Bidder was almost inarticulate with

rage. He put great pressure on himself in

order to retain a degree of self-control.
" You are making a hideous mistake. I
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tell you I know no more about what has

occurred than you do."
"

I suppose the thing went off before you
meant it to

;
and that you didn't intend to

be right on top of it when it did go off I

can easily believe."

Mr. Humes smiled at his auditors.
" The thing went off before I meant it

to! I am James Bidder, of the firm of

Bidder, Tuxwell, and Harris, of Birken-

head. If you will let me get at my pockets
I will give you proof of every word I

say."

"You can do that equally well at the

station," said Mr. Humes.
" You had better take him the back way,"

suggested the inspector. "There's an ugly
crowd in front :

"
he pointedly addressed

himself to Mr. Bidder "if they got hold

of you they might tear you to pieces."
" Tear me to pieces !

"

"Dynamite's not popular in an English
crowd."

"
But, my dear sir, I tell you that the

whole thing
"

" Come along ; we 've had enough of

that." Mr. Humes opened the door. He
spoke to the constable without. "Get me
a cab round at the back."
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" There 's one, sir, waiting for you

already."
" All right. Come along now."

Mr. Bidder went along, escorted by the

guardians of the law. It seemed to him

that he was in a dream. He was too be-

wildered to be entirely master of his

thoughts, but a hazy idea presented itself

to his mind what a subject to ventilate

in the Times! He would have deemed it

incredible that any respectable man, entirely

innocent of anything but a deep-rooted ab-

horrence of any sort of crime, could have

been subjected to the indignities which were

being heaped upon him then. When they
reached the door they found that a hansom
cab was waiting them in the street. It was

a little narrow street, not too well lighted.

There were a few loiterers about, but

nothing in the shape of an ugly crowd.

When Mr. Humes saw it was a hansom
he drew back.

"Why didn't you get a four-wheeler?"

he asked.
" There wasn't one to be had."

Without another word the detective

hurried Mr. Bidder across the little strip

of pavement. When they were seated he

gave the direction to the driver,
" Bow
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Street Police Station," and the cab was

off.

"If anyone had told me," said Mr. Bidder,

who found it impossible to keep still,
" that

a person in my position could have been

the victim of such a blunder as this, I

should have been prepared to stake all

that I possess in the world on the fact

that the man was lying."

"That's right. Pitch a yarn or two,

only don't throw them away on me."
" A dynamite portmanteau !

"

"
Just so a dynamite portmanteau."

"
I never heard of such a thing."

"
I don't suppose you ever did."

"What we hear about the blunders of

the foreign police is nothing compared to

this."
"

I daresay you know more about the

foreign police than I do."

"Sir!"
"
Now, then, sit still. Stow that ! What

on earth Driver !

"

To this day Mr. Bidder does not know

exactly what it was that happened. They
were going up a narrow, ill-lighted street

;

suddenly someone sprang off the pavement
and leaped at the horse's head; this person
was followed by others, dark figures seen
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dimly in the night. They did something
to the horse

;
the animal swerved violently

to one side
;

the hansom was overturned.

Mr. Bidder was conscious that it fell on

one side, with him inside it, then conscious-

ness forsook him.

II. THE PORTMANTEAU S FRIENDS

When Mr. Bidder regained consciousness

he was lying on a sofa. The room was

strange. It was a small, ill-furnished room,

lighted by a common oil-lamp, which stood

on a small square table, which was covered

by a gaudy green tablecloth. A man was

bending over him. When this person per-

ceived signs of reviving, he announced the

fact aloud.
" He's coming to. How are you feeling

now ?
"

"Thank you, I I 'm feeling rather queer."
"

I guess you oughter."
The man was smiling down at him. He

was a big, stout man, with profuse red hair

and whiskers. He spoke with that curious

twang which we associate with that latest

example of cross-breeding in races, the Irish-

American.
" Where am I ?" inquired Mr. Bidder.
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" You 're here, that 's where you are. And

you 're safe along with us."

Mr. Bidder sat up on the couch. He then

perceived that his companion and he were

not alone
;

three other men were in the

room. Mr. Bidder stared at them, and they
stared at him, then they exchanged a curious

glance. Mr. Bidder put his hand up to his

forehead, feeling as though he were seeing

things happen in a dream. The red-haired

man went on
" Didn't I do it neat ?

"

"Do what neat?"
" Bust up that one-horse show."

"I 'm afraid I don't quite understand you."
" When we heard that you were nicked,

I said to the boys,
' The only thing we can

do is to spoil the procession.' So I kinder

stood the cab on its head."

Mr. Bidder stared at the speaker with all

his eyes.

"You don't mean that you upset the cab

on purpose ?
"

"
I guess I did. Very much on purpose

too."
" Good heavens ! You might have killed

me."

"That is so. It was kill or cure. We
ran for cure, and scooped the pool."
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Mr. Bidder continued to stare with be-

wildered eyes.
"
May I ask what interest you took in me,

a perfect stranger, which could justify you in

precipitating me from a hansom cab which

was going at full speed through the public
streets ?

"

The red-haired man laughed ;
the three

other men laughed too. One of them came
and stood in front of Mr. Bidder. He
was a man of gigantic stature, and wore a

moustache of quite preposterous dimensions,

one of those moustaches which burlesque
villains wear upon the stage. Mr. Bidder

thought that he had seen that gentleman
before. The man hooked his finger on to

his nose
;
then Mr. Bidder knew he had.

It was the man who had stared into the

cab on his arrival at the "Golden Cross

Hotel."
" Castle Garden," said the man, still with

his finger on the bridge of his nose.
"

I beg your pardon."
" Castle Garden," repeated the man.

Mr. Bidder stared about him, feeling that

these things must be taking place in a dream.
" What about Castle Garden ?

"
he mur-

mured, as though he were playing a game
of questions and answers.
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" Have they changed the countersign ?

"

asked a slight, dark-faced man who was

standing at Mr. Bidder's back.
" The countersign ? I don't understand."

The red-haired man spoke next.
" You 're cautious, but don't you think

you carry it a bit too far ? We 're safe."

Mr. Bidder stood up. He let his eyes
travel slowly round the room. Then he

eyed each of the four men
; they were

strangers to him.
" There is some hideous mistake ! Where

am I ? Is this a lunatic asylum ?
"

A distinct pause followed this remark.
" A lunatic asylum !

"
exclaimed the dark-

faced man.

"It can't be a room in a gaol !

"
repeated

the previous speaker.

Suddenly the giant with the preposterous
moustache laid his great hand on Mr.

Bidder's shoulder, and, bending down,
looked closely into his face.

"Who are you? Aren't you the Scorcher?"

"The Scorcher?" Was the man a lunatic?
" The Scorcher ? I 'm James Bidder !

"

"And who in thunder is James Bidder?"

"Well," replied the owner of the name
in his perplexity,

" I'm beginning myself to

wonder who he is."
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The fourth man, who had not yet taken

part in the discussion, interposed. He was

a little, wiry man, with an excited manner.
" See here, let 's see this hand. Did you

bring over that portmanteau, or didn't you ?
"

" Portmanteau ! What portmanteau ?
"

"That dynamite affair."

"
Upon my faith as a Christian, and my

honour as a man, I know nothing of the

thing."

The language was melodramatic, but its

result was effective. The countenances of

Mr. Bidder's four listeners perceptibly

changed.
" You 're not playing it off on us ?

"

"
I don't know what you mean. I tell

you there's some hideous mistake. I don't

know who you are and where I am. Who
are you ?

"

"I reckon we'll know who you are, any-
how." The wiry man went to the door,

locked it, and slipped the key into his

pocket. "General, let's see his papers."

The big man seized him by the shoulder.
" Shell out !

"
he said.

" What do you mean ?
"

"
Empty your pockets upon that table."

" Are you going to rob me ?
"

"We are not. We are going to conduct
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a little inquiry. There has been a slight

mistake made somewhere, and we 're going
to ascertain where it just comes in."

Perceiving that resistance would be useless,

Mr. Bidder emptied the contents of his

pockets out upon the table. The big man
took up his pocket-book ;

from it he took

a slip of paper. It was the telegram in

which Mr. Stone had summoned Mr. Bidder

up to town. Directly the big man read it

his hands dropped to his side.
" Good God ! we 're sold !

"
he cried.

There was silence. In the silence Mr.

Bidder became conscious that each of the

four was holding a revolver in his hand.
" What do you mean ?

"
asked the red-

haired man.

"It's a plant! We've given ourselves

away ! He 's a spy that 's what our friend

here is. Here's a telegram from Stone at

the Yard, instructing him to come up at once

to town. If you move, or open your lips

to give a sign to your friends outside, you 're

gone !

"

The big man raised his revolver -and

pointed it at Mr. Bidder. Mr. Bidder had
read in books of such things happening, but

he had never realised the possibility of the

muzzle of a six-shooter being within six



THE ARM OF COINCIDENCE 23

inches of his head, and that in the London
of to-day.

" You you wrong me," he stammered
;

"you misjudge me. You misconstrue the

telegram entirely."

"Do we ? We '11 misconstrue you if you
don't dry up. How much do you know ?

"

"Know? Nothing!"
" Don't try that barney on with us. Tell

us straight out how much you know, or

you '11 know everything on the other side."

"But I assure you that the whole thing,

from first to last, has been a chapter of

accidents. First the police mistook me for

somebody else, and now, apparently, you are

making the same mistake as the police."

The four men listened. Perceiving that

he was being listened to, Mr. Bidder,

gathering courage, did his best to throw

some light upon the subject.
"

I am James Bidder, of the firm of

Bidder, Tuxwell, and Harris. If you will

examine those papers you will find that is

so. A clerk, a man named Hastie, has been

defrauding us of a large sum of money.
The case is in the hands of the police.

With reference to it this morning I received

that telegram, which brought me up to town.

At Euston I thought I saw a man walking
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off with my portmanteau. I threatened to

give him into custody. He immediately
slunk off, leaving the portmanteau with

me. I took it with me to the hotel."
"

I saw your arrival," the giant said.

"
I know you did. I didn't know who

you were from Adam then, and I don't

know who you are from Adam now."

"Go on," said the red-haired man. ''This

tale is getting funny."
"When I began to unlock the portman-

teau, I found that it wasn't mine. It could

be easily mistaken for mine, and I had mis-

taken it. In trying to unlock it I seemed

to have set some sort of internal machinery
in motion." The red-haired man chuckled.

"While I was wondering what the noise

could be, and what I had better do, the

door opened and a man came in. When
he said that he was a detective, and that he

wanted me, I immediately jumped to the

conclusion that it was for the theft of

the portmanteau." The red-haired man
burst into a roar. His friends were

smiling. "When he said it was for bring-

ing over an infernal machine from America,
I thought that he was mad. While I was

endeavouring to explain the mistake that

he had made, there was an explosion."
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" From the portmanteau ?
"

"From the portmanteau at least, I

suppose it was."
" Did it do much damage ?

"

" That I cannot say. We did not stay
in the room to make inquiries. We fell

over each other on the landing. In spite

of all that I could say, that idiot of a

detective persisted in taking me to the

station. While I was still remonstrating
with him in the cab, according to your own

account, you appeared and turned it over."

"We mistook you for a friend of ours,"

observed the red-haired man.
"

It was very kind of you, I 'm sure."

Mr. Bidder's tone was rueful.
"
Gentlemen,

if you will examine those papers which are

lying on the table, you will find that the

account I have given of myself is the

correct one."

They examined the papers, whispering

among themselves as they did so. Then
the big man turned to Mr. Bidder.

"Mr. Bidder, there is only one part of

this unfortunate business on which we can

congratulate ourselves that it has given
us the pleasure of your acquaintance."

" Don't mention it," said Mr. Bidder with

a groan.
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"We were expecting a friend from

America. He was, personally, a stranger to

us, but he was to travel to London by the

same train by which you travelled. He was

to bring a black portmanteau, and he was

to go to the ' Golden Cross Hotel.' When
I saw you turn up there to time, with the

black portmanteau outside your cab, I

took it for granted you were he
;
when

we heard that you were in the hands of

the police we concluded that the best service

we could render you would be to stop the

show.
"

"
I understand exactly."

" We are not going to ask you to make

any promise not to endanger our liberty

by revealing what has taken place this

night. We are going to put it out of

your power to do so." Mr. Bidder

started.
"
No, we are not going to murder

you ;
we are going to ask you to drink

this."

The big man produced from his waistcoat

pocket a small phial containing a colourless

liquid.
" What is it ? Poison ?

"

"Not poison. It is a drug which will

stupefy you for the next four-and-twenty
hours. By that time we shall be out of
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danger, and you can tell what tales you

please."
" What ? Good heavens ! Do you ask

me to drink, of my own free will, stuff

which will make a dead man of me for at

least the next four-and-twenty hours, perhaps
never to rally again ?

"

"As it is a matter in which time presses,

we must trouble you to drink it now. It

is, you understand, a case of necessity. It is

either this or this."

The big man handled his revolver, sug-

gesting that the choice lay between that

and the contents of the phial.
"
But, my dear sir, I assure you

"

" You need not. Remonstrances are

thrown away on us as on the detective."
" Was ever a man of my commercial,

moral, and social standing placed in such

a position before ? I do beg of you
"

"Which is it to be?"
" Which is it to be ?

"

The big man brought his revolver breast

high. Mr. Bidder saw that the others were

raising their revolvers too.
" Give me the phial !

"

It was given him. Drawing the cork

he sniffed at the contents.
"
Quickly, please."
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Mr. Bidder saw that the men were closing

in. He put the phial to his lips, and

drained its contents to the dregs.

When Mr. Bidder again regained con-

sciousness for the second time he was

lying under a railway arch at Parson's Green.

He was unable to give any account of how
he arrived at that somewhat remote district

of London. A railway porter found him

just as he was regaining consciousness.

His watch, chain, money, and papers were

in his pockets, even the telegram which had

summoned him to town nothing was gone.
He went immediately to the local police-

station, thence to headquarters, and at both

places he told his tale. It created some

sensation, but the rogues were never caught;
the affair of the dynamite portmanteau is to

this day a mystery.
All this happened some time ago, when

dynamite was in the air. A year or two

afterwards, Mr. Bidder, who happened to

be spending a few days in town, relaxed

his rule so far as actually to go and see a

play. The hero made some allusion to the
"
long arm of coincidence

"
;

critics said

that that long arm of coincidence was
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about as much as they could swallow.

That same night, when the play was over,

Mr. Bidder made the present writer his

confidant, telling him the tale which now
is told, prefacing it with the remark

"Talk about the long arm of coincidence,

what do you call this ?
"

I told him when the narration was

finished that I called it a case of the

"long arm of coincidence" too.



II.

THE MASK

I. WHAT HAPPENED IN THE TRAIN

"WiGMAKERS have brought their art to

such perfection that it is difficult to detect

false hair from real. Why should not the

same skill be shown in the manufacture of a

mask ? Our faces, in one sense, are nothing
but masks. Why should not the imitation

be as good as the reality ? Why, for in-

stance, should not this face of mine, as you
see it, be nothing but a mask a something
which I can take off and on ?

"

She laid her two hands softly against her

cheeks. There was a ring of laughter in

her voice.
" Such a mask would not only be, in the

highest sense, a work of art, but it would

also be a thing of beauty a joy for ever."
" You think that I am beautiful ?

"

I could not doubt it with her velvet skin

just tinted with the bloom of health, her little
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dimpled chin, her ripe red lips, her flashing

teeth, her great, inscrutable dark eyes, her

wealth of hair which gleamed in the sun-

light. I told her so.

" So you think that I am beautiful ? How
odd how very odd !

"

I could not tell if she was in jest or

earnest. Her lips were parted by a smile.

But it did not seem to me that it was

laughter which was in her eyes.
" And you have only seen me, for the first

time, a few hours ago ?
"

" Such has been my ill-fortune."

She rose. She stood for a moment look-

ing down at me.

"And you think there is nothing in my
theory about a mask ?

"

" On the contrary, I think there is a great
deal in any theory you may advance."

A waiter brought me a card on a salver.
II Gentleman wishes to see you, sir."

I glanced at the card. On it was printed,
"
George Davis, Scotland Yard." As I was

looking at the piece of pasteboard she passed
behind me.

"
Perhaps I shall see you again, when we

will continue our discussion about a mask."

I rose and bowed. She went from the

verandah down the steps into the garden.
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I turned to the waiter. "Who is that

lady ?
"

"
I don't know her name, sir. She came

in last night. She has a private sitting-

room at No. 22." He hesitated. Then he

added,
"

I 'm not sure, sir, but I think the

lady's name is Jaynes Mrs. Jaynes."
"Where is Mr. Davis? Show him into

my room."

. I went to my room and awaited him. Mr.

Davis proved to be a short, spare man, with

iron-grey whiskers and a quiet, unassuming
manner.

" You had my telegram, Mr. Davis ?
"

"We had, sir."

"
I believe you are not unacquainted with

my name ?
"

" Know it very well, sir."

" The circumstances of my case are so

peculiar, Mr. Davis, that, instead of going
to the local police, I thought it better to at

once place myself in communication with

headquarters." Mr. Davis bowed. "
I came

down yesterday afternoon by the express
from Paddington. I was alone in a first-

class carriage. At Swindon a young gentle-
man got in. He seemed to me to be about

twenty-three or four years of age, and un-

mistakably a gentleman. We had some
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conversation together. At Bath he offered

me a drink out of his flask. It was getting

evening then. I have been hard at it for

the last few weeks. I was tired. I suppose
I fell asleep. In my sleep I dreamed."

" You dreamed ?
"

"
I dreamed that I was being robbed."

The detective smiled. "As you surmise, I

woke up to find that my dream was real.

But the curious part of the matter is that I

am unable to tell you where my dream

ended, and where my wakefulness began. I

dreamed that something was leaning over

me, rifling my person some hideous, gasp-

ing thing which, in its eagerness, kept emit-

ting short cries which were of the nature of

barks. Although I say I dreamed this, I

am not at all sure I did not actually see it

taking place. The purse was drawn from

my trousers pocket ; something was taken

out of it. I distinctly heard the chink of

money, and then the purse was returned to

where it was before. My watch and chain

were taken, the studs out of my shirt, the

links out of my wrist-bands. My pocket-
book was treated as my purse had been

something was taken out of it and the book

returned. My keys were taken. My dress-

ing bag was taken from the rack, opened,

D|
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and articles were taken out of it, though I

could not see what articles they were. The

bag was replaced on the rack, the keys in

my pocket."
" Didn't you see the face of the person

who did all this?"
" That was the curious part of it. I tried

to, but I failed. It seemed to me that the

face was hidden by a veil."

" The thing was simple enough. We
shall have to look for your young gentleman
friend."

"Wait till I have finished. The thing
I say the thing because, in my dream,

I was strongly, nay, horribly under the

impression that I was at the mercy of some

sort of animal, some creature of the ape or

monkey tribe."

"
There, certainly, you dreamed."

" You think so ? Still, wait a moment.

The thing, whatever it was, when it had

robbed me, opened my shirt at the breast,

and, deliberately tearing my skin with what

seemed to me to be talons, put its mouth to

the wound, and, gathering my flesh between

its teeth, bit me to the bone. Here is

sufficient evidence to prove that then, at

least, I did not dream."
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Unbuttoning my shirt I showed Mr.

Davis the open cicatrice.

"The pain was so intense that it awoke
me. I sprang to my feet. I saw the

thing."
"You saw it?"
"

I saw it. It was crouching at the other

end of the carriage. The door was open.
I saw it for an instant as it leaped into the

night."

"At what rate do you suppose the train

was travelling ?
"

" The carriage blinds were drawn. The
train had just left Newton Abbot. The
creature must have been biting me when
the train was actually drawn up at the

platform. It leaped out of the carriage
as the train was restarting."

"And did you see the face ?"
"

I did. It was the face of a devil."
" Excuse me, Mr. Fountain, but you 're

not trying on me the plot of your next

novel just to see how it goes ?
"

"
I wish I were, my lad, but I am not.

It was the face of a devil so hideous a

face that the only detail I was able to

grasp was that it had a pair of eyes which

gleamed at me like burning coals."
" Where was the young gentleman ?

"
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"He had disappeared."
"
Precisely. And I suppose you did not

only dream you had been robbed?"
"

I had been robbed of everything which

was of the slightest value, except eighteen

shillings. Exactly that sum had been left

in my purse."
" Now perhaps you will give me a de-

scription of the young gentleman and his

flask."
"

I swear it was not he who robbed me."
" The possibility is that he was disguised.

To my eye it seems unreasonable to suppose
that he should have removed his disguise
while engaged in the very act of robbing

you. Anyhow, you give me his description,
and I shouldn't be surprised if I was able

to lay my finger on him on the spot."

I described him the well-knit young man,
with his merry eyes, his slight moustache,
his graceful manners.

"
If he was a thief, then I am no judge

of character. There was something about

him which, to my eyes, marked him as em-

phatically a gentleman."
The detective only smiled,
" The first thing I shall have to do will

be to telegraph all over the country a list

of the stolen property. Then I may
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possibly treat myself to a little private
think. Your story is rather a curious one,

Mr. Fountain. And then later in the day
I may want to say a word or two with you

again. I shall find you here ?
"

I said that he would. When he had gone
I sat down and wrote a letter. When I had

finished the letter I went along the corridor

towards the front door of the hotel. As I

was going I saw in front of me a figure

the figure of a man. He was standing still,

and his back was turned my way. But

something about him struck me with such

a sudden force of recognition that, stopping

short, I stared. I suppose I must, uncon-

sciously, have uttered some sort of excla-

mation, because the instant I stopped short,

with a quick movement, he wheeled right
round. We faced each other.

" You !

"
I exclaimed.

I hurried forward with a cry of recog-
nition. He advanced, as I thought, to greet
me. But he had only taken a step or two

in my direction when he turned into a room

upon his right, and, shutting the door behind

him, disappeared.
" The man in the train !

"
I told myself.

If I had had any doubt upon the subject
his sudden disappearance would have cleared
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my doubt away. If he was anxious to avoid

a meeting with me, all the more reason why
I should seek an interview with him. I

went to the door of the room which he had

entered and, without the slightest hesitation,

I turned the handle. The room was empty
there could be no doubt of that. It was

an ordinary hotel sitting-room, own brother

to the one which I occupied myself, and, as

I saw at a glance, contained no article of

furniture behind which a person could be

concealed. But at the other side of the

room was another door.

"My gentleman," I said, "has gone

through that."

Crossing the room again I turned the

handle. This time without result the door

was locked. I rapped against the panels.

Instantly someone addressed me from within.
" Who 's that ?

"

The voice, to my surprise, and also some-

what to my discomfiture, was a woman's.
" Excuse me, but might I say one word

to the gentleman who has just entered the

room ?
"

" What 's that ? Who are you ?
"

"
I 'm the gentleman who came down with

him in the train."
" What ?

"
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The door opened. A woman appeared
the lady whom the waiter had said he

believed was a Mrs. Jaynes, and who had

advanced that curious story about a mask

being made to imitate the human face. She
had a dressing jacket on, and her glorious
hair was flowing loose over her shoulders.

I was so surprised to see her that for a

moment I was tongue-tied. The surprise
seemed to be mutual, for, with a pretty air

of bewilderment, stepping back into the

room she partially closed the door.
"

I thought it was the waiter. May I

ask, sir, what it is you want ?
"

"
I beg ten thousand pardons ;

but might
I just have one word with your husband ?"

" With whom, sir ?
"

"Your husband."
" My husband ?

"

Again throwing the door wide open she

stood and stared at me.
"

I refer, madam, to the gentleman whom
I just saw enter the room."

"
I don't know if you intend an imperti-

nence, sir, or merely a jest."

Her lip curled, her eyes flashed it was

plain she was offended.

"I just saw, madam, in the corridor a

gentleman with whom I travelled yesterday
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from London. I advanced to meet him.

As I did so he turned into your sitting-

room. When I followed him I found it

empty, so I took it for granted he had come

in here."

"You are mistaken, sir. I know no

gentleman in the hotel. As for my husband,

my husband has been dead three years."

I could not contradict her, yet it was

certain I had seen the stranger turn into

the outer room. I told her so.

"
If any man entered my sitting-room

which was an unwarrantable liberty to take

he must be in it now. Except yourself, no

one has come near my bedroom. I have

had the door locked, and, as you see, I have

been dressing. Are you sure you have not

been dreaming?"
If I had been dreaming I had been

dreaming with my eyes open ;
and yet, if

I had seen the man enter the room and

I could have sworn I had where was he

now ? She offered, with scathing irony, to

let me examine her own apartment. Indeed,

she opened the door so wide that I could

see all over it from where I stood. It was

plain enough that, with the exception of

herself, it had no occupant.
And yet, I asked myself, as I retreated
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with my tail a little between my legs, how
could I have been mistaken ? The only

hypothesis I could hit upon was, that my
thoughts had been so deeply engaged upon
the matter that they had made me the

victim of hallucination. Perhaps my nervous

system had temporarily been disorganised

by my misadventures of the day before.

And yet and this was the final conclusion

to which I came upon the matter if I had

not seen my fellow-passenger standing in

front of me, a creature of flesh and blood,

I would never trust the evidence of my eyes

again. The most ardent ghost-seer never

saw a ghost in the middle of the day.
I went for a walk towards Babbicombe.

My nerves might be a little out of order

though not to the extent of seeing things
which were non-existent, and it was quite

possible that fresh air and exercise might
do them good. I lunched at Babbicombe,

spending the afternoon, as the weather was

so fine, upon the seashore, in company
with my thoughts, my pipe, and a book.

But as the day wore on a sea mist stole over

the land, and as I returned Torquaywards
it was already growing dusk. I went back

by way of the sea-front. As I was passing
Hesketh Crescent I stood for a moment
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looking out into the gloom which was

gathering over the sea. As I looked I

heard, or I thought that I heard, a sound

just behind me. As I heard it the blood

seemed to run cold in my veins, and I had

to clutch at the coping of the sea-wall to

prevent my knees from giving way under

me. It was the sound which I had heard

in my dream in the train, and which had

seemed to come from the creature which

was robbing me : the cry or bark of some
wild beast. It came once, one short, quick,

gasping bark, then all was still. I looked

round, fearing to see I know not what.

Nothing was in sight. Yet, although

nothing could be seen, I felt that there was

something there. But, as the silence con-

tinued, I began to laugh at myself beneath

my breath. I had not supposed that I was
such a coward as to be frightened at less

than a shadow! Moving away from the

walk, I was about to resume my walk, when
it came again the choking, breathless bark

so close to me that I seemed to feel the

warm breath upon my cheek. Looking
swiftly round, I saw, almost touching mine,
the face of the creature which I had seen,

but only for an instant, in the train.
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II. MARY BROOKER

" Are you ill ?
"

"I am a little tired."

"You look as though you had seen a

ghost. I am sure you are not well."

I did not feel well. I felt as though I

had seen a ghost, and something worse

than a ghost! I had found my way back

to the hotel how, I scarcely knew. The
first person I met was Mrs. Jaynes. She
was in the garden, which ran all round the

building. My appearance seemed to occa-

sion her anxiety.
"

I am sure you are not well ! Do sit

down ! Let me get you something to

drink."
" Thanks

;
I will go to my own room. I

have not been very well lately. A little

upsets me."

She seemed reluctant to let me go. Her
solicitude was flattering ; though if there

had been a little less of it I should have

been equally content. She even offered me
her arm. That I laughingly declined. I

was not quite in such a piteous plight as to
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be in need of that. At last I escaped her.

As I entered my sitting-room someone rose

to greet me. It was Mr. Davis.
" Mr. Fountain, are you not well ?

"

My appearance seemed to strike him as it

had struck the lady.
"

I have had a shock. Will you ring the

bell and order me some brandy ?
"

" A shock ?
" He looked at me curiously.

" What sort of a shock ?
"

"
I will tell you when you have ordered

the brandy. I really am in need of some-

thing to revive me. I fancy my nervous

system must be altogether out of order."

He rang the bell. I sank into an easy-

chair, really grateful for the support which

it afforded me. Although he sat still I was

conscious that his eyes were on me all the

time. When the waiter had brought the

brandy Mr. Davis gave rein to his curiosity.
"

I hope that nothing serious has hap-

pened."
"

It depends upon what you call serious."

I paused to allow the spirit to take effect.

It did me good.
" You remember what I

told you about the strange sound which

was uttered by the creature which robbed

me in the train ? I have heard that sound

again."
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" Indeed !

" He observed me attentively.

I had thought he would be sceptical ;
he was

not.
" Can you describe the sound ?

"

"
It is difficult to describe, though when

it is once heard it is impossible not to

recognise it when it is heard again." I

shuddered as I thought of it. "It is like

the cry of some wild beast when in a state

of frenzy just a short, jerky, half-strangled

yelp."
"
May I ask what were the circumstances

under which you heard it ?
"

"
I was looking at the sea in front of

Hesketh Crescent. I heard it close behind

me, not once, but twice
;
and the second

time I I saw the face which I saw in the

train."

I took another drink of brandy. I fancy
that Mr. Davis saw how even the mere

recollection affected me.
" Do you think that your assailant could

by any possibility have been a woman ?
"

" A woman !

"

" Was the face you saw anything like

that?"

He produced from his pocket a pocket-

book, and from the pocket-book a photo-

graph. He handed it to me. I regarded
it intently. It was not a good photograph,
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but it was a strange one. The more I looked

at it the more it grew upon me that there

was a likeness a dim and fugitive likeness,

but still a likeness, to the face which had

glared at me only half an hour before.
" But surely this is not a woman ?

"

"Tell me, first of all, if you trace in it

any resemblance."
"

I do, and I don't. In the portrait the

face, as I know it, is grossly, flattered
;
and

yet in the portrait it is sufficiently hideous."

Mr. Davis stood up. He seemed a little

excited.
"

I believe I have hit it !

"

" You have hit it ?
"

" The portrait which you hold in your
hand is the portrait of a criminal lunatic

who escaped last week from Broadmoor."
" A criminal lunatic !

"

As I looked at the portrait I perceived
that it was the face of a lunatic.

" The woman for it is a woman is a

perfect devil as artful as she is wicked.

She was there during Her Majesty's plea-
sure for a murder which was attended with

details of horrible cruelty. She was more
than suspected of having had a hand in

other crimes. Since that portrait was taken

she has deliberately burnt her face with a
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red-hot poker, disfiguring herself almost be-

yond recognition."
" There is another circumstance which I

should mention, Mr. Davis. Do you know
that this morning I saw the young gentle-
man too?"

The detective stared.
" What young gentleman ?

"

"The young fellow who got into the

train at Swindon, and who offered me his

flask."
" You saw him ! Where ?

"

"
Here, in the hotel."

" The devil you did ! And you spoke to

him ?
"

"
I tried to."

" And he hooked it ?
"

" That is the odd part of the thing. You
will say there is something odd about every-

thing I tell you; and I must confess there

is. When you left me this morning I wrote

a letter; when I had written it I left the

room. As I was going along the corridor

I saw, in front of me, the young man who
was with me in the train."

" You are sure it was he ?
"

"
Certain. When first I saw him he had

his back to me. I suppose he heard me

coming. Anyhow, he turned, and we were
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face to face. The recognition, I believe,

was mutual, because as I advanced
"

"He cut his lucky ?
"

" He turned into a room upon his right."
" Of course you followed him ?

"

"
I did. I made no bones about it. I

was not three seconds after him, but when
I entered, the room was empty."

"
Empty !

"

"It was an ordinary sitting-room like

this, but on the other side of it there was

a door. I tried that door. It was locked.

I rapped with my knuckles. A woman
answered."

"A woman? "

"A woman. She not only answered, she

came out."
" Was she anything like that portrait ?

"

I laughed. The idea of instituting any

comparison between the horror in the por-
trait and that vision of health and loveliness

was too ludicrous.

"She was a lady who is stopping in the

hotel, with whom I already had had some

conversation, and who is about as unlike that

portrait as anything could possibly be a

Mrs. Jaynes."
"
Jaynes ? A Mrs. Jaynes ?

" The de-

tective bit his finger-nails. He seemed to
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be turning something over in his mind.

"And did you see the man ?
"

"That is where the oddness of the thing
comes in. She declared that there was no

man."

"What do you mean ?
"

" She declared that no one had been near

her bedroom while she had been in it. That
there was no one in it at that particular
moment is beyond a doubt, because she

opened the door to let me see. I am in-

clined to think, upon reflection, that, after

all, the man may have been concealed in

the outer room, that I overlooked him in

my haste, and that he made good his

escape while I was knocking at the lady's

door."
" But if he had a finger in the pie, that

knocks the other theory upon the head."

He nodded towards the portrait which I

still was holding in my hand. "A man like

that would scarcely have such a pal as Mary
Brooker."

"
I confess, Mr. Davis, that the whole

affair is a mystery to me. I suppose that

your theory is that the flask out of which I

drank was drugged ?
"

"
I should say upon the face of it that

there can't be two doubts about that." The
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detective stood reflecting.
"

I should like

to have a look at this Mrs. Jaynes. I will

have a look at her. I '11 go down to the

office here, and I think it's just possible

that I may be treated to a peep at her

room."

When he had gone I was haunted by the

thought of that criminal lunatic, who was at

least so far sane that she had been able to

make good her escape from Broadmoor. It

was only when Mr. Davis had left me that

I discovered that he had left the portrait

behind him. I looked at it. What a face

it was !

"
Think," I said to myself,

" of being left

at the mercy of such a woman as that !

"

The words had scarcely left my lips when,
without any warning, the door of my room

opened, and, just as I was taking it for

granted that it was Mr. Davis come back

for the portrait, in walked the young man
with whom I had travelled in the train ! He
was dressed exactly as he had been yester-

day, and wore the same indefinable but

unmistakable something which denotes good

breeding.
" Excuse me," he observed, as he stood

with the handle of the door in one hand and
his hat in the other,

" but I believe you are
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the gentleman with whom I travelled yester-

day from Swindon?" In my surprise I was

for a moment tongue-tied.
"

I do not think

I have made a mistake."
"
No," I said, or rather stammered,

"
you

have not made a mistake."
"

It is only by a fortunate accident that I

have just learnt that you are staying in the

hotel. Pardon my intrusion, but when I

changed carriages at Exeter I left behind

me a cigar-case."

"A cigar-case?"
" Did you notice it ? I thought it might

have caught your eye. It was a present to

me, and one I greatly valued. It matched

this flask."

Coming a step or two towards me he held

out a flask the identical flask from which I

had drunk ! I stared alternately at him and

at his flask.
"

I was not aware that you changed
carriages at Exeter."

"
I wondered if you noticed it. I fancy

you were asleep."
"A singular thing happened to me before

I reached my journey's end a singular and
a disagreeable thing."

" How do you mean ?"
"

I was robbed."
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" Robbed ?

"

" Did you notice anybody get into the

carriage when you, as you say, got out ?
"

"Not that I am aware of. You know
it was pretty dark. Why, good gracious!
is it possible that after all it wasn't my
imagination ?

"

"What wasn't your imagination?"
He came closer to me so close that

he touched my sleeve with his gloved
hand.

" Do you know why I left the carriage
when I did ? I left it because I was

bothered by the thought that there was

someone in it besides us two."
" Someone in it besides us two ?

"

"Someone underneath the seat. I was

dozing off as you were doing. More than

once I woke up under the impression that

someone was twitching my legs beneath

the seat
; pinching them even pricking

them."
" Did you not look to see if anyone was

there ?
"

" You will laugh at me, but I suppose
I was silly something restrained me. I

preferred to make a bolt of it, and become
the victim of my own imagination."
"You left me to become the victim of
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something besides your imagination, if what

you say is correct."

All at once the stranger made a dart at

the table. I suppose he had seen the

portrait lying there, because, without any
sort of ceremony, he picked it up and stared

at it. As I observed him, commenting

inwardly about the fellow's coolness, I

distinctly saw a shudder pass all over him.

Possibly it was a shudder of aversion, be-

cause, when he had stared his fill, he turned

to me and asked
"
Who, may I ask, is this hideous-looking

creature ?
"

" That is a criminal lunatic who has

escaped from Broadmoor one Mary
Brooker."

"Mary Brooker! Mary Brooker! Mary
Brooker's face will haunt me for many a

day."
He laid the portrait down hesitatingly,

as if it had for him some dreadful fascination

which made him reluctant to let it go.

Wholly at a loss what to say or do, whether

to detain the man or to permit him to depart,

I turned away and moved across the room.

The instant I did so I heard behind me the

sharp, frenzied yelp which I had heard in

the train, and which I had heard again
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when I had been looking at the sea in

front of Hesketh Crescent. I turned as

on a pivot. The young man was staring

at me.
" Did you hear that ?

"
he said.

"Hear it! Of course I heard it."

" Good God !

" He was shuddering so

that it seemed to me that he could scarcely

stand.
" Do you know that it was that

sound, coming from underneath the seat in

the carriage, which made me make a bolt

of it ? I I'm afraid you must excuse

me. There there 's my card. I 'm stay-

ing at the '

Royal.' I will perhaps look you

up again to-morrow."

Before I had recovered my presence of

mind sufficiently to interfere he had moved
to the door and was out of the room. As
he went out Mr. Davis entered; they must

have brushed each other as they passed.
"

I forgot the portrait of that Brooker

woman," Mr. Davis began.
" Why didn't you stop him ?

"
I ex-

claimed.
"
Stop whom ?

"

" Didn't you see him the man who

just went out ?
"

" Why should I stop him ? Isn't he a

friend of yours ?
"
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"He's the man who travelled in the

carriage with me from Swindon."

Davis was out of the room like a flash

of lightning. When he returned he returned

alone.
" Where is he ?

"
I demanded.

" That 's what I should like to know."

Mr. Davis wiped his brow. " He must

have travelled at the rate of about sixty

miles an hour he 's nowhere to be seen.

Whatever made you let him go?"
"He has left his card." I took it up.

It was inscribed "George Etherege, Coliseum

Club." "He says he is staying at the 'Royal
Hotel.' I don't believe he had anything to

do with the robbery. He came to me in

the most natural manner possible to inquire

for a cigar-case which he left behind him

in the carriage. He says that while I was

sleeping he changed carriages at Exeter

because he suspected that someone was

underneath the seat."

"Did he, indeed?"

"He says that he did not look to see

if anybody was actually there because

well, something restrained him."
"

I should like to have a little conver-

sation with that young gentleman."
"

I believe he speaks the truth, for this
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reason. While he was talking there came

the sound which I have described to you
before."

"The sort of bark?"

"The sort of bark. There was nothing
to show from whence it came. I declare

to you that it seemed to me that it came
out of space. I never saw a man so

frightened as he was. As he stood

trembling, just where you are standing

now, he stammered out that it was because

he had heard that sound come from under-

neath the seat in the carriage that he had

decided that discretion was the better part
of valour, and, instead of gratifying his

curiosity, had chosen to retreat."
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III. THE SECRET OF THE MASK

Table d'hote had commenced when I sat

down. My right-hand neighbour was Mrs.

Jaynes. She asked me if I still suffered

any ill effects from my fatigue.
"

I suppose," she said, when I assured

her that all ill effects had passed away,
"that you have not thought anything of

what I said to you this morning about my
theory of the mask ?

"

I confessed that I had not.

"You should. It is a subject which is

a crotchet of mine, and to which I have

devoted many years many curious years
of my life."

' '

I own that, personally, I do not see

exactly where the interest comes in."

"No? Do me a favour. Come to my
sitting-room after dinner, and I will show

you where the interest comes in."

" How do you mean ?"
" Come and see."

She amused me. I went and saw. Dinner

being finished, her proceedings, when to-

gether we entered her apartment that

apartment which in the morning I thought
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I had seen entered by my fellow-passenger
took me a little by surprise.
" Now I am going to make you my con-

fidant you, an entire stranger you, whom
I never saw in my life before this morning.
I am a judge of character, and in you I

feel that I may place implicit confidence.

I am going to show you all my secrets
;

I am going to induct you into the hidden

mysteries ;
I am going to lay bare before

you the mind of an inventor. But it doesn't

follow because I have confidence in you that

I have confidence in all the world besides,

so, before we begin, if you please, I will

lock the door."

As she was suiting the action to the word

I ventured to remonstrate.
' '

But, my dear madam, don't you think
"

"
I think nothing. I know that I don't

wish to be taken unawares, and to have

published what I have devoted the better

portion of my life to keeping secret."
" But if these matters are of such a con-

fidential nature I assure you
"

" My good sir, I lock the door."

She did. I was sorry that I had accepted
so hastily her invitation, but I yielded. The
door was locked. Going to the fireplace

she leaned her arm upon the mantel-shelf.
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" Did it ever occur to you," she asked,

"what possibilities might be open to us if,

for instance, Smith could temporarily become

Jones ?
"

"
I don't quite follow you," I said. I did

not.
"
Suppose that you could at will become

another person, and in the character of that

other person could move about unrecognised

among your friends, what lessons you might
learn !

"

"I suspect," I murmured, "that they
would for the most part be lessons of a

decidedly unpleasant kind."
"
Carry the idea a step further. Think

of the possibilities of a dual existence.

Think of living two distinct and separate
lives. Think of doing as Robinson what

you condemn as Brown. Think of doub-

ling the parts and hiding within your own
breast the secret of the double

;
think of

leading a triple life
;
think of leading many

lives in one of being the old man and the

young, the husband and the wife, the father

and the son."
"
Think, in other words, of the unattain-

able."
" Not unattainable !

"
Moving away from

the mantel-shelf she raised her hand above



6o MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

her head with a gesture which was all at

once dramatic.
"

I have attained !

"

" You have attained ? To what ?
"

"To the multiple existence. It is the

secret of the mask. I told myself some

years ago that it ought to be possible to

make a mask which should in every respect

so closely resemble the human countenance

that it would be difficult, if not impossible,
even under the most trying conditions, to

tell the false face from the real. I made

experiments. I succeeded. I learnt the

secret of the mask. Look at that."

She took a leather case from her pocket.

Abstracting its contents, she handed them
to me. I was holding in my hand what

seemed to me to be a preparation of some
sort of skin gold-beater's skin, it might
have been. On one side it was curiously,

and even delicately, painted. On the other

side there were fastened to the skin some

oddly-shaped bosses or pads. The whole

affair, I suppose, did not weigh half an

ounce. While I was examining it Mrs.

Jaynes stood looking down at me.
" You hold in your hand," she said,

" the

secret of the mask. Give it to me."

I gave it to her. With it in her hand she

disappeared into the room beyond. Hardly
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had she vanished than the bedroom door

reopened, and an old lady came out.
" My daughter begs you will excuse her."

She was a quaint old lady, about sixty years
of age, with silver hair, and the corkscrew

ringlets of a bygone day. "My daughter
is not very ceremonious, and is so wrapt up
in what she calls her experiments that I

sometimes tell her she is wanting in con-

sideration. While she is making her pre-

parations, perhaps you will allow me to offer

you a cup of tea."

The old lady carried a canister in her

hand, which, apparently, contained tea. A
tea-service was standing on a little side-

table
;

a kettle was singing on the hob.

The old lady began to measure out the tea

into the teapot.
" We always carry our tea with us.

Neither my daughter nor I care for the

tea which they give you in hotels."

I meekly acquiesced. To tell the truth,

I was a trifle bewildered. I had had no

idea that Mrs. Jaynes was accompanied by
her mother. Had not the old lady come
out of the room immediately after the young
one had gone into it I should have suspected
a trick that I was being made the subject
of experiment with the mysterious

" mask."
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As it was, I was more than half inclined to

ask her if she was really what she seemed

to be. But I decided as it turned out

most unfortunately to keep my own counsel

and to watch the sequence of events. Pour-

ing me out a cup of tea, the old lady seated

herself on a low chair in front of the fire.

" My daughter thinks a great deal of her

experiments. I hope you will not encourage
her. She quite frightens me at times

;
she

says such dreadful things."
I sipped my tea and smiled.

"I don't think there is much cause for fear."

"No cause for fear when she tells one

that she might commit a murder
;

that a

hundred thousand people might see her do

it, and that not by any possibility could

the crime be brought home to her!"
"
Perhaps she exaggerates a little."

" Do you think that she can hear ?
"

The old lady glanced round in the direc-

tion of the bedroom door.
" You should know better than I. Per-

haps it would be as well to say nothing
which you would not like her to hear."

" But I must tell someone. It frightens
me. She says it is a dream she had."

"
I don't think, if I were you, I would pay

much attention to a dream."
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The old lady rose from her seat. I did

not altogether like her manner. She came
and stood in front of me, rubbing her hands,

nervously, one over the other. She certainly
seemed considerably disturbed.

" She came down yesterday from London,
and she says she dreamed that she tried one

of her experiments in the train."
" In the train !

"

" And in order that her experiment might
be thorough she robbed a man."

" She robbed a man !

"

"And in her pocket I found this."

The old lady held out my watch and

chain ! It was unmistakable. The watch was
a hunter. I could see that my crest and

monogram were engraved upon the case.

I stood up. The strangest part of the affair

was that when I gained my feet it seemed as

though something had happened to my legs
I could not move them. Probably some-

thing in my demeanour struck the old lady
as strange. She smiled at me.

" What is the matter with you ? Why do

you look so funny ?
"
she exclaimed.

" That is my watch and chain."
" Your watch and chain yours ! Then

why don't you take them ?
"

She held them out to me in her extended
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palm. She was not six feet from where I

stood, yet I could not reach them. My feet

seemed glued to the floor.

"
I I cannot move. Something has hap-

pened to my legs."
"
Perhaps it is the tea. I will go and tell

my daughter."
Before I could say a word to stop her she

was gone. I was fastened like a post to the

ground. What had happened to me was

more than I could say. It had all come in

an instant. I felt as I had felt in the railway

carriage the day before as though I were

in a dream. I looked around me. I saw
the teacup on the little table at my side, I

saw the flickering fire, I saw the shaded

lamps ;
I was conscious of the presence of

all these things, but I saw them as if I saw

them in a dream. A sense of nausea was

stealing over me a sense of horror. I was

afraid of I knew not what. I was unable

to ward off or to control my fear.

I cannot say how long I stood there

certainly some minutes helpless, struggling

against the pressure which seemed to weigh

upon my brain. Suddenly, without any sort

of warning, the bedroom door opened, and

there walked into the room the young man

who, before dinner, had visited me in my
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own apartment, and who yesterday had

travelled with me in the train. He came

straight across the room, and, with the

most perfect coolness, stood right in front

of me. I could see that in his shirt-front

were my studs. When he raised his hands

I could see that in his wristbands were my
links. I could see that he was wearing my
watch and chain. He was actually holding

my watch in his hand when he addressed

me.
"

I have only half a minute to spare, but

I wanted to speak to you about Mary
Brooker. I saw her portrait in your room

you remember? She's what is called a

criminal lunatic, and she's escaped from

Broadmoor. Let me see, I think it was

a week to-day, and just about this time

no, it 's now a quarter to nine
;

it was just

after nine." He slipped my watch into his

waistcoat-pocket.
" She 's still at large, you

know. They're on the look-out for her

all over England, but she's still at large.

They say she's a lunatic. There are

lunatics at Broadmoor, but she's not one.

She 's no more a lunatic than you or I."

He touched me lightly on the chest
;
such

was my extreme disgust at being brought
into physical contact with him that even
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before the slight pressure of his fingers my
legs gave way under me, and I sank back

into my chair.
" You 're not asleep ?

"

"No," I said,
"

I 'm not asleep."

Even in my stupefied condition I was

conscious of a desire to leap up and take

him by the throat. Nothing of this, how-

ever, was portrayed upon my face, or, at any
rate, he showed no sign of being struck by it.

" She 's a misunderstood genius, that 's

what Mary Brooker is. She has her tastes

and people do not understand them
;

she

likes to kill to kill! One of these days
she means to kill herself, but in the mean-

time she takes pleasure in killing others."

Seating himself on a corner of the table

at my side, allowing one foot to rest upon
the ground, he swung the other in the air.

" She 's a bit of an actress too. She
wanted to go upon the stage, but they said

that she was mad. They were jealous, that 's

what it was. She 's the finest actress in the

world. Her acting would deceive the devil

himself they allowed that even at Broad-

moor but she only uses her powers for

acting to gratify her taste for killing. It

was only the other day she bought this

knife."
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He took, apparently out of the bosom of

his vest, a long, glittering, cruel-looking knife.

"It's sharp. Feel the point and the

edge."
He held it out towards me. I did not

attempt to touch it
;

it is probable that

I should not have succeeded even if I had

attempted.
" You won't ? Well, perhaps you 're right.

It 's not much fun killing people with a knife.

A knife's all very well for cutting them up
afterwards, but she likes to do the actual

killing with her own hands and nails. I

shouldn't be surprised if, one of these days,
she were to kill you perhaps to-night. It

is a long time since she killed anyone, and

she is hungry. Sorry I can't stay ;
but this

day week she escaped from Broadmoor as

the clock had finished striking nine, and it

only wants ten minutes, you see."

He looked at my watch, even holding it

out for me to see.

"Good-night."
With a careless nod he moved across the

room, holding the glittering knife in his

hand. When he reached the bedroom door

he turned and smiled, Raising the knife he

waved it towards me in the air
;
then he

disappeared into the inner room.
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I was again alone possibly for a minute

or more
;
but this time it seemed to me that

my solitude continued only for a few fleeting

seconds. Perhaps the time went faster

because I felt, or thought I felt, that the

pressure on my brain was giving way, that

I only had to make an effort of sufficient

force to be myself again and free. The

power of making such an effort was tempo-

rarily absent, but something within seemed
to tell me that at any moment it might re-

turn. The bedroom door that door which,

even as I look back, seems to have been

really and truly a door in some unpleasant
dream reopened. Mrs. Jaynes came in

;

with rapid strides she swept across the

room
;

she had something in her right

hand, which she threw upon the table.

"Well," she cried, "what do you think

of the secret of the mask ?
"

" The secret of the mask ?
"

Although my limbs were powerless

throughout it all I retained, to a certain

extent, the control of my own voice.
" See here, it is such a little thing." She

picked up the two objects which she had

thrown upon the table. One of them was
the preparation of some sort of skin which

she had shown to me before.
" These are
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the masks. You would not think that they
were perfect representations of the human
face that masterpiece of creative art and

yet they are. All the world would be

deceived by them as you have been. This

is an old woman's face, this is the face of

a young man." As she held them up I could

see, though still a little dimly, that the objects
which she dangled before my eyes were, as

she said, veritable masks. " So perfect are

they, they might have been skinned from

the fronts of living creatures. They are

such little things, yet I have made them

with what toil ! They have been the work
of years, these two, and just one other.

You see nothing satisfied me but perfection ;

I have made hundreds to make these two.

People could not make out what I was doing ;

they thought that I was making toys ;
I told

them that I was. They smiled at me
; they

thought that it was a new phase of madness.

If that be so, then in madness there is more

cool, enduring, unconquerable resolution than

in all your sanity. I meant to conquer, and

I did. Failure did not dishearten me; I

went straight on. I had a purpose to fulfil
;

I would have fulfilled it even though I should

have had first to die. Well, it is fulfilled."

Turning, she flung the masks into the
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fire
; they were immediately in flames. She

pointed to them as they burned.
" The labour of years is soon consumed.

But I should not have triumphed had I

not been endowed with genius the genius
of the actor's art. I told myself that I

would play certain parts parts which would

fit the masks and that I would be the parts

I played. Not only across the footlights,

not only with a certain amount of space
between my audience and me, not only
for the passing hour, but, if I chose, for

ever and for aye. So all through the

years I rehearsed these parts when I was

not engaged upon the masks. That, they

thought, was madness in another phase.

One of the parts
"

she came closer to

me
;

her voice became shriller
" one of

the parts was that of an old woman. Have

you seen her ? She is in the fire." She

jerked her thumb in the direction of the

fireplace. "Her part is played she
^
had

to see that the tea was drunk. Another

of the parts was that of a young gentleman.
Think of my playing the man! Absurd.

For there is that about a woman which

is not to be disguised. She always reveals

her sex when she puts on men's clothes.

You noticed it, did you not when, before
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dinner, he came to you ;
when you saw

him in the corridor this morning ;
when

yesterday he spent an hour with you in

the train ? I know you noticed it because

of these."

She drew out of her pocket a handful

of things. There were my links, my studs,

my watch and chain, and other properties
of mine. Although the influence of the

drug which had been administered to me
in the tea was passing off, I felt, even

more than ever, as though I were an actor

in a dream.
" The third part which I chose to play

was the part of Mrs. Jaynes!"

Clasping her hands behind her back, she

posed in front of me in an attitude which

was essentially dramatic.
" Look at me well. Scan all my points.

Appraise me. You say that I am beautiful.

I saw that you admired my hair, which flows

loose upon my shoulders" she unloosed the

fastenings of her hair so that it did flow

loose upon her shoulders
"
the bloom upon

my cheeks, the dimple in my chin, my face

in its entirety. It is the secret of the mask,

my friend, the secret of the mask! You
ask me why I have watched, and toiled,

and schemed to make the secret mine."
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She stretched out her hand with an un-

canny gesture.
" Because I wished to

gratify my taste for killing. Yesterday
I might have killed you ; to-night I will."

She did something to her head and dress.

There was a rustle of drapery. It was

like a conjurer's change. Mrs. Jaynes had

gone, and instead there stood before me
the creature with, as I had described it to

Davis, the face of a devil the face I had

seen in the train. The transformation in

its entirety was wonderful. Mrs. Jaynes
was a fine, stately woman with a swelling
bust and in the prime of life. This was

a lank, scraggy creature, with short, grey
hair fifty if a day. The change extended

even to the voice. Mrs. Jaynes had the

soft, cultivated accents of a lady. This

creature shrieked rather than spoke.

"I," she screamed, "am Mary Brooker.

It is a week to-day since I won freedom.

The bloodhounds are everywhere upon my
track. They are drawing near. But they
shall not have me till I have first of all

had you."
She came closer, crouching forward, glar-

ing at me with a maniac's eyes. From
her lips there came that hideous cry, half

gasp, half yelp, which had haunted me
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since the day before, when I heard it in

my stupor in the train.

"
I scratched you yesterday. I bit you.

I sucked your blood. Now I will suck it

dry, for you are mine."

She reckoned without her host. I had

only sipped the tea. I had not, as I

had doubtless been intended to do, emptied
the cup. I was again master of myself;
I was only awaiting a favourable oppor-

tunity to close. I meant to fight for

life.

She came nearer to me and nearer, utter-

ing all the time that blood-curdling sound

which was so like the frenzied cry of some

maddened animal. When her extended

hands were all but touching me I rose

up and took her by the throat. She had

evidently supposed that I was still under the

influence of the drug, because when I

seized her she gave a shriek of astonished

rage. I had taken her unawares. I had

her over on her back. But I soon found

that I had undertaken more than I could

carry through. She had not only the

face of a devil, she had the strength of

one. She flung me off as easily as though
I were a child. In her turn she had me
down upon my back. Her fingers closed
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about my neck. I could not shake her

off. She was strangling me.

She would have strangled me she nearly

did. When, attracted by the creature's

hideous cries, which were heard from with-

out, they forced their way into the room,

they found me lying unconscious, and, as

they thought, dead, upon the floor. For

days I hung between life and death. When
life did come back again Mary Brooker was

once more an inmate of Her Majesty's
house of detention at Broadmoor.



III.

AN EXPERIENCE

I. BEFORE DINNER

"
I WAS walking along the shore towards

Goring. It was pitch dark. The tide was

out. I could see the wet sands gleaming
in the darkness. Far out at sea were

the lights of two fishing-boats. And that

was all. On the landward side there was

not a glimmer. The place was a howling
wilderness. It was just as though I were

alone in space. A keen north-west breeze

was blowing. I could hear the moan of

the receding waves. The sound seemed to

come from miles away. It was cold."

The speaker paused. He seemed to be

describing, when he continued, a scene

which was actually at that moment taking

place before his eyes.
"

I suppose that my thoughts, like the

scene, were sombre. Perhaps a touch of

the eeriness of my surroundings had got
into my veins. It may have done. I

75
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believe it had. For as I walked along I

began to be haunted by a curious fancy the

fancy that I was not alone. It was absurd.

There was not a sound. There was no one

else in sight. But there it was the feeling

that someone else was close at hand. I told

myself it was absurd. I even stopped, and

as I peered about me in the gloom I called

myself hard names. But when I again
went on with me there went the fancy too.

And "

Again the speaker paused. We were in

the public room of the hotel. At that hour,

with the exception of him and me, the

great room was deserted. We were seated

at a little table which was before a window.

The twilight was gathering. The gas was

not yet lighted. The room was in shadow.

As he leaned forward and laid his hand

lightly on my wrist I was conscious of a

feeling which positively amounted to a

shudder. As he himself had said, the thing
was absurd

;
but there it was.

"And I had not gone fifty yards, when
I heard a footstep at my side."

The statement contained nothing which

could in itself be called in any way remark-

able, but, to use a commonplace, as he

uttered it I felt my blood turn cold.
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"Just one footstep the sound of a foot

falling softly on the pebbly ground. It was

close to my side, on my right. I turned

and looked. There was no one there. I

told myself I was deluded, that my im-

agination, preternaturally alert, was playing
me a trick. I went on. I had not gone
a dozen feet when the footstep came again.
I said to myself

" ' You are a fool, my friend. Your brain

is over-excited. You are just in that state

of mind in which fancy plays one tricks.'

" But the footstep came again. This time

there were two of them the sound of two

feet falling rhythmically, just for all the

world as though someone were walking at

my side and keeping pace with me. I

walked on, seeming to pay no heed. I

asked myself if by any chance the thing
could be an echo. As I was endeavouring
to turn the matter over in my mind someone
touched me on my right arm.

"
I started I don't mind owning to you

I started. With an exclamation I turned

round. There was no one there."

The speaker withdrew his hand from my
wrist. He raised it to his brow.

"
I confess that when I perceived that

there was no one there I was amazed. The
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touch had been so real. And yet, after all,

perhaps my imagination was again to blame.

I went on. I walked perhaps another dozen

yards. Then it came again the touch !

Although I was half expecting it, I wheeled

round in a sort of rage, and saw a face

staring at me in the darkness.

"My friend although you are a stranger,

sir, to me, I trust you will forgive me if

I say my friend I am free to own that

I felt as though my heart had ceased to

beat. The face was quite distinct, although
I could not make up my mind if it was the

face of a man or a devil. As I looked at it

it vanished."

The stranger drew a long breath. He
paused again. For my own part I see no

reason to conceal the fact that I was glad
he did. He had such a horrible way of

telling what I saw bade fair to be a "
horrible

tale," that I should have been glad if he

had paused for good. Although, for some

cause, I felt incapable of putting this desire

of mine into words, it was not lessened by
a suspicion which was dawning on me that

the stranger was scarcely in his sober senses.

He seemed to read my thoughts.
"You think that I was mad. Or, at least,

that I was in one of those conditions of mind
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and of body in which hallucinations crowd

upon the mind. For the moment I thought
so too. I walked on at an increased pace,
determined to throw off the curious sense of

depression which seemed to weigh me down.

The place was solitary. The air was fresh
;

the breeze was keen. It would be easy to

relieve the fever which I supposed was in

my brain
;
but my expectation was not real-

ised. The steps went with me, the touch

was on my arm, the face came back again.
It was impossible this time to doubt that it

was a face, for I saw now that it was at-

tached to a body, and that the body was that

of a man. He was quite close to me, within

twelve inches, and he held my arm firmly in

his grip. There was no mistake about that

grip, for there are the finger marks still upon
my skin. But where he had come from, out

of the darkness, was more than I could

understand.
" We looked at each other, as I judge, for

seconds, then I found my voice.

"'Who are you?'
" He laughed. My friend

"

again the

stranger, leaning across the little table, laid

his hand upon my wrist. I wished he

wouldn't "
it is so easy to speak of certain

things, it is so hard to bring them home
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to a listener's mind. That man's laughter
froze the marrow in my bones. As he

laughed he vanished into space. I could

hear his laughter even after he himself

had gone ;
and though I could see nothing

there, and no one, I still felt his touch upon

my arm, and could hear him laughing at my
side.

"It was some seconds before I realised

the fact that he had disappeared it was

hard to realise it while I yet was conscious

of that iron grip. But at last I tore myself

away, and, performing a right-about face,

I returned towards the Worthing lights."

The stranger indulged in another of his

ominous pauses. Taking out his handker-

chief, he wiped his ringers and the palms of

his hands. My situation reminded me of

the wedding guest "fixed" by the ancient

mariner. I hoped his tale was nearly done.

There was an uncanniness about his tone

which I am unable to describe.
"
But, as I went, the steps went with me.

The touch continually returned upon my
arm. I quickened. The steps were quick-
ened too. I slowed. The steps were slowed.

I broke into a run. The steps ran with me.

They were sometimes in front, and some-

times behind
;
sometimes on my left, and
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sometimes on my right ; sometimes, as I

live and breathe, above me in the air. And
the laughter came and went. And the

man, my friend, the man came and vanished

vanished and came. The man ! The
man !

"

Placing his elbows on the table, the

stranger hid his face within his hands.

Even in the twilight I could see him

shudder. Had I followed my natural im-

pulse I should have risen to my feet and

sneaked from the room. But I felt that

he might catch me in the act. While I

hesitated, feeling that I could have said

a good deal only I couldn't the stranger
removed his hands. His face looked ghastly
white.

" That was three nights ago. Time

enough, you say, to have forgotten my
illusions. My friend" I wished most

heartily that he would not persist in call-

ing me his friend "that man, his laugh,
and his steps have been with me at in-

tervals ever since. In the darkness and

in the light, in public and in private, in

the street and in my room. I am listen-

ing and watching all the time. My friend,

do you not hear his laughter ? Listen !

There are footsteps on the stairs !

"



82 MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

Again the stranger, leaning over the table,

caught me by the wrist.

I may mention, in order that you may
thoroughly understand how entire had been

the absence of enjoyment with which I had

listened to the stranger's pleasing little anec-

dote, that I have a constitutional objection
to stories of the supernatural. As a child,

merely to come across the words "ghost

story
"
was to fill me with a sense of sicken-

ing repulsion. There was a time in my life

when if a person had insisted on pouring
into my unwilling ears a tale of "spooks,"
that person would have enjoyed the idiom-

atic pleasure of seeing me
" driven into fits."

Even now on such subjects I am of an

extremely nervous temperament, and by the

time the stranger had got so far I was not

sure, of my own knowledge, if I was stand-

ing on my head or heels. When he grasped

my wrist I felt as I may safely say I never

felt before. I was speechless.
" Listen ! Those are his footsteps coming

up the stairs. One, two ! One, two ! Can

you not hear them coming, step by step?"
I distinctly could hear something, and the

feelings with which I heard it are altogether
indescribable. Suddenly the stranger's

manner changed. He loosed my wrist.
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He rose to his feet. Almost unconsciously
I rose with him.

"Listen! He is gone! Ha! Someone
else is coming. But it is not he."

It was not "he," unless "he" was the

waiter. That functionary had come to light

the gas. He seemed startled when he saw

us standing there and well he might have

been. To see two men standing facing each

other across a narrow table, with faces as

white as sheets, trembling like leaves I

know that I could feel my knees going

pit-a-pat one against the other was a sight

calculated to cause a surprise even in a

waiter's breast. But he held his peace.

He lit the gas. He drew the blinds. He
went away.
When he had gone, the stranger, turning,

fixed his glance again on me. As he did so

I was conscious that his glance had on me
a very curious effect. I felt that I could not

escape it. It held me with a species of

fascination. As I had never seen the man
in my life before, he was in the most literal

sense of the word a stranger. I had been

sitting in solitary state, in the half-light of

the autumnal afternoon, looking out upon
the sea. He had come in and found me
there. Coming to the table at which I sat,
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he had entered into conversation conversa-

tion which had drifted into that exhilarating
little story of his stroll towards Goring. In

the imperfect light I had not been able to

make out what manner of man he was.

Now I saw though, I own, still dimly
that he was tall unusually tall, with strik-

ing, clean-shaven face, and a remarkable

pair of eyes. His manner, too, was singu-

larly impressive I protest that I found it

so, at any rate. Raising his arm, he pointed
at me with the index finger of his right

hand.
" You see, it is light, but I still watch and

listen. I know that he will come. Did I

not say so? Hark! Do you not hear the

steps coming up the stairs ? It is the

man !

"

As before, I heard the sound of footsteps

coming up the stairs. Supremely silly though
it was and, worst of all, I knew that it was

silly the sound made me feel sick.

" See ! The door is opening."
I turned. The door was opening, ap-

parently of its own accord, for it stood

wide open, and there was no one there. I

stood staring like a fool for some seconds, I

imagine, when the stranger, leaning forward,

almost whispered in my ear
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"
It is the man !

"

It was a man, for at that instant a man
came in. He was a great ungainly-looking
fellow. He appeared to me to be deformed.

He had the ugliest head and face I ever

saw upon a pair of shoulders. He slouched

rather than walked. He wore no cap, and

his hair was in the wildest disarray. His

dress he wore a sort of nondescript fisher-

man's costume was anything but suited to

the place in which he was. He stood just

within the door, staring at me with half-

sullen, half-ferocious eyes. With an effort

which surprised myself, I drew myself to-

gether.
" Don't talk nonsense !

"
I cried.

" There
is nothing strange about the man. He is

only a fisherman. He has doubtless business

with someone here in the hotel."

The stranger only said

"He comes this way."
He did, moving towards us across the

room with an awkward method of progres-

sion, which curiously recalled the movements
of a crab. He advanced to within three feet

of where we were. Had I chosen I might
have reached out and touched him with my
hand.

" He is gone!"
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It seems absurd to write it, but he was,

and from before our eyes.
" The door has closed !

"

It had, with a sullen bang. Where the

man had gone to or who had closed the door

were problems which at the moment I did

not attempt to solve. The stranger drew

himself up straight. There was a ring of

triumph in his tone.
" Was it a delusion ? Ami mad ?

"

A minute before I should have been pre-

pared to say he was. Then I was more than

half inclined to think that we, both of us,

were mad together. As I was trying to

collect my scattered senses they were very
scattered senses, too ! the stranger whirled

round with a vigour and suddenness which

were anything but soothing.
"He has you by the arm !

"

As he spoke, a grip fastened on my arm

which compressed the limb as if it were

being held within an iron vice. I turned,

half in terror, half in pain. The man was

standing on my left, grasping me with his

hideous paw, though how he had got there,

unless he came through the solid wall, is

more than I can say. I struck out at him

in a spasm of sudden rage ; but, before the

blow could reach him, he was gone.
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" You heard his laughter !

"

Did I ? Didn't I ! It was ringing in my
ears, although the man himself had fled

an unearthly peal, such as we might fancy

coming from a fiend in hell.

"Ring the bell," I gasped. "For God's

sake ring the bell !

"

"What good can that do? That will not

keep him from us. He comes to me when
I am in the crowded street. Ssh ! He is

here !

"

He was; this time upon my right. He
stood at a distance of some five or six feet,

eyeing me with a savage leer. I gazed at

him transfixed. He seemed to take a

malignant pleasure in my evident distress.

After a momentary pause he put his hand

into his blouse, and drew from it a knife.

It was a long, thin knife such as butchers

use. He looked alternately at the knife and

at me. Then, holding it in his left hand,

he began to smooth it upon the palm of his

right.
"

I wonder," whispered the stranger,
"

if

it is for your throat or mine."

I really didn't know I won't say I didn't

care, but I certainly had no disposition to

inquire. The man continued to draw the

knife backwards and forwards on the palm
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of his hand, fixing on me, all the time, a

glance of peculiar malignancy.
" Put up that knife !

"
I said.

" Knife !

"
he answered, in a sort of echo.

" Do you hear ? Put away that knife !

"

" Knife !

"
he echoed.

I advanced towards him with a degree of

decision which filled me with amazement.
" You think you can frighten us. You

play your tricks very well, but take my
advice and don't go too far. Put up that

knife or give it to me !

"

His only answer was to raise the weapon

threateningly in the air.

" Take care !

"
cried the stranger ;

"he
will stab you."
"We shall see."

I sprang at him
;
we grappled. He

struggled fiercely in my arms, then he col-

lapsed as if he were a bladder there was

nothing there. But, at my feet, his knife

was lying on the ground.
"He has left his knife," said the stranger.

I saw that plainly; it was the only thing
there was to see.

" Pick it up."

I picked it up. I examined it as I held

it in my hand. The thing was real enough,
but where had its owner gone? I carried

it to the table. I laid it down. I took
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out my handkerchief and wiped my brow.

I was conscious that the stranger's eyes
were on me all the time. I was conscious,

too, that my brain was in a whirl. I felt

as if all these things were happening in a

dream
;

that they were but fictions
;

that

I was in a nightmare from which, if I could

but make an effort, I should awake. It

seemed to me that some function of the

brain had ceased to do its work, that some-

thing had snapped. Was I mad? I had

read somewhere that the state of madness

was rendered worse by the fact that madmen
were themselves aware, though perhaps but

vaguely, of their condition. Was it possible
that I, without a moment's warning, had

crossed the border-line which divides the

sane man from the mad ? Were we, then,

a pair of lunatics ?

The knife was real enough, there was no

question about that. I eyed it keenly as

it lay upon the table, as ugly a looking

weapon as one would care to see. I put
out my hand to take it up. I already had

it by the handle, when it was snatched away.

Again that appalling laughter rang in my
ears. Looking up, there was the owner
back again.
When I perceived that this was the case
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I endeavoured, so to speak, to steady my
mind. Was the thing an optical delusion ?

Was I the victim of hallucination? Such

an explanation seemed opposed to common
sense, yet I had sense enough to know that

the facts, as they appeared, were more in

opposition still.

I turned to the stranger.

"Are you sure that there is someone

there ?
"

He shrugged his shoulders.

"Are not you?"
"
Frankly, I am not. But I should like

to be."
"
Suppose you go and take him by the

hand."
"

I will."

The man had resumed his previous occu-

pation of drawing the flat side of the knife

backwards and forwards upon his open palm.
I advanced towards him with outstretched

hand.
" Will you not shake hands ?

"

He immediately grasped my hand in his,

and, advancing his knife, drew the sharp edge
across the back of my knuckles. As he did

so he laughed. I snatched my hand away.
He had cut the skin so that the blood flowed

freely. It was an act of wanton savagery.
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' ' You cur !

"

I applied my handkerchief to staunch the

flow of blood. Immediately the white linen

showed a vivid stain. As I was reflecting

on this unpleasant proof of the man's cor-

porality and of the corporality of his knife

the door opened, and my wife came in.

My first impulse, when I saw her enter, was

to get her out again. The idea of her re-

maining, even for a second, in the same

room with such a ruffian was unendurable.

I hurried to her.

"Ada, come away !

"

I was about to take her by the hand and

lead her from the room. But she, drawing
back a little, looked at me with apparent

surprise.

"Why? What do you want? The
dinner-bell will ring in a minute."

" Never mind the dinner-bell. We will

wait for that below. I do not wish you
to remain with that man."

" Man ? What man ? Do you mean the

gentleman who is standing at the table ?
"

Turning, I saw that she was looking at

the stranger. But between him and us was

the fellow with the knife. He was still

smoothing the blade upon his palm, and

still glaring at me with his malignant leer.
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I dropped my voice.
" Not that one

;
the

other."
" The other ? What do you mean ?

"

Stretching out my hand, I removed my
handkerchief so that she could see the

wound, from which the blood still trickled.
" Look what he has done with that knife

of his. The fellow is unsafe. Come with

me. I mean to send for the police."

I could not tell if it was my words, or the

sight of my wound, or the sight of the man,
which caused her to shrink away from me.

A startled look was on her face.
"
Raymond, what are you talking about ?

There is no one here except this gentleman
and you."
The stranger interposed.
" There has been someone here. But he

has gone. Now we are alone."

I looked. It was as he said the man
had gone. But, as before, where or how
was more than I could say. I knew enough
of his peculiarities to be aware that the fact

of his having gone was no guarantee that

he would not immediately return.
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II. AT DINNER

While I was hesitating what to do, my
wife, moving to the stranger, broke into an

animated conversation. It seemed to me
that her manner was a trifle forced. Her
words came to me as though I heard them
in a dream.

"
Beautiful weather, hasn't it been ? Quite

lovely. I have had such a delicious walk

along the shore towards Goring."
"

It is a charming walk towards Goring
especially at night."

I have never been that way at night. I

should think it's rather lonely, isn't it?

Raymond, what are you standing there for ?

You look as though you were moonstruck.

Come here, do."

"I I was thinking."

"Very civil of you. Come here."

I went to her. She was on my left, the

stranger on my right. All at once he

whispered in my ear

"He has come back again."
I whirled right round. He had the

man. He was at that moment coming

through the door. Moving rapidly across
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the room, he came straight to me. He
held out to me his knife.

" Confound you !

"
I exclaimed.

I clenched my fist to strike at him. The

stranger tapped me on the shoulder. "He
has gone !

"

He had in front of me was Charlie

Gates. Gates laughed.
"What's the matter? You look ferocious.

Do you want to murder me ?
"

" Gates ! You !

"

" Of course it 's me ! Didn't you know
me ? I thought that I was recognisable."

" Of course, I know you. Only I didn't

see you coming. You took me by surprise."

I glanced uneasily about the room.

Where had that scoundrel gone ? My wife

laid her hand upon my arm. From her

tone I perceived she was uneasy.
"
Raymond, are you unwell ?

"

"
I am quite well. Only this sort of thing

is rather startling."
" What sort of thing ?

"

" Don't you call it startling when a man
comes and goes in this eccentric manner?"

My wife was silent. Looking at her, I

saw that her eyes were open at their widest.
" Are you alluding to me ?

"
asked Oates

with a laugh.
"

I wasn't aware that my
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comings and goings could be called eccen-

tric."

"Of course I wasn't. But there's the

dinner-bell ! I '11 just run upstairs and
attend to my hand."

" What is the matter with your hand ?
"

asked Ada.
" Can't you see ?

"

I held it out in front of me. The stranger

spoke.
" There is nothing the matter with your

hand."

There wasn't or, at least, there didn't

seem to be.
"
Well," I cried,

"
this is the very latest !

Talk about the quickest thing in cures !

And why, there isn't even a stain upon
my handkerchief! What's become of all

the blood?" I turned to the stranger.
"You saw him draw his knife across my
knuckles."

My wife struck in
" Saw who draw his knife across your

knuckles ? Raymond, what are you talking
about ?

"
She addressed the stranger.

" What is he talking about ?
"

The stranger bowed.
" You should know better than I !

"

As he bowed I distinctly saw him wink at
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me. I presumed that he intended to convey
a hint that it would be just as well to keep
our little adventure to ourselves. I took

what I believe in sporting circles is called

"the tip."
" Come along, Ada

; they will have begun
dinner before we get there."

Unceremoniously I slipped her arm

through mine. Before this several other

persons had put in an appearance. They,
with one accord, were moving towards the

dining
- room. Among them were Gates

and the stranger. But the wife hung
back.

"
Raymond, do you think you had better

go down to dinner ?
"

" My good child, what do you mean ?

I 'm starving !

"

" But are you sure you are quite well ?
"

" I'm well enough ;
but

"
I glanced

after the stranger. His back was turned to

me. He was going through the doorway,
with Gates at his side.

" The fact is, I

have had an adventure. It has a little up-

set me."

"What sort of an adventure?"
" Rather a curious one. I will tell you

about it afterwards."
" Why not tell me about it now, Ray-
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mond ? You make me feel concerned
; you

seem so strange."
I was hesitating whether I should or

should not tell her there and then, when
a voice said, speaking, as it appeared, quite

close to my ear

"Come down to dinner!"

I turned with a start.

"
By Jove!" I cried. "Who was that?"

" Who was what ? I heard nothing. There

is no one here. Raymond, what is wrong ?
"

" There is nothing wrong. Only I I

suppose I 'm hungry. Don't let 's stop here,

my dear
;

let 's get downstairs."

I did not wait for her reply ;
I gave her

no chance to make one. I am afraid I

almost dragged her from the room. Catch-

ing her arm tightly in mine, I moved quickly
towards the door before she had an oppor-

tunity to speak. I fancy that my method
of proceeding took her breath away. I

hurried with her down the stairs, and into

the dining-room, in a style which must have

led anyone who watched our progress to

suppose that we were afraid that, if we did

not make haste, all the dinner would be

gone. I placed her in a seat.
"
Raymond," she demanded, as I took

the chair beside her, "are you mad?"
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"
That, my dear, is a question which I

have seriously asked myself already."

She looked at me with an expression in

her eyes of absolute terror. I pretended
not to notice it. They were serving the

soup. While they did so, I looked up and

down the table. In front of me was the

stranger. Something caused me to be aware

of it, although I did not see him. I made

quite an effort to prevent my eyes travelling

in his direction. I ate my soup without

once glancing up from my plate. At the

same time I was conscious that my wife

was not eating hers
;

I felt that she was

watching me. While they were handing
round the fish I did glance up. My eyes
rested for a moment on the stranger sitting

opposite. As they did so he said in a low

tone, which yet was distinctly audible to me,
"He is here again !

"

"Where?"
"
Leaning over your shoulder !

"

I turned with a shudder of irresistible re-

pugnance. I nearly dashed my head against
the scoundrel's face. He was actually lean-

ing over my shoulder, peering into my face

with his hideous leer. I rose from my
chair.

" You villain !

"
I exclaimed.
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Although my back was turned to the

stranger, I heard him say behind me,
" He

is gone !

"

He was like a flash of lightning. I sank

back into my chair with a feeling of incon-

ceivable amazement.
"
Raymond, what are you doing ?"

My wife, as she put the question, seemed

to be in a state of nervous agitation.
"
Nothing. I I fancy I must have a

touch of indigestion."
I perceived that the tears were standing

in her eyes.
"

I am sure you are not well."

"Don't make a scene, my dear; I am

quite well. Only only this sort of thing
is startling."

"
I should think it was." This I heard

the young fellow who was sitting next to

me mutter to his friend.
"

I should say
he had got 'em again."
He appeared to be under the extraor-

dinary impression that I was suffering from

the effects of dipsomania, which was agree-
able hearing to a man who had all his life

been a total abstainer from strong drink.

But, saying nothing, and endeavouring to

steady my nerves my hands were trem-

bling I attacked my fish.
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" Don't you hear him laughing ?

"

I had scarcely swallowed a mouthful when
the stranger put this question to me from

across the table. The moment he had put
it a peal of horrible laughter rang through
the room. I laid down my knife and fork.

" The villain ought not to be allowed in

the room. Where is the man ?
"

The young fellow who had made that

uncomplimentary remark about my having
"
got 'em again

"
seemed to think that the

question was addressed to him.

"What man?" he asked.
" The man who was laughing."
"
Laughing?"
A startled look was on the youngster's face.

"
I assure you the man is unsafe. He

has already used his knife to me in a way
which proves that he would stick at nothing.
Where is he ?

"

I stood up to see. As I did so an ob-

servation was made by a person who was

sitting some little distance down the table

on the opposite side.

"
I don't fancy the gentleman can be quite

well. If he will take the advice of a medical

man I happen to be a medical man I

think that he had better retire to his own

apartment."
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I was nettled at this.

"
I am obliged to you, sir, but I happen

to be in the enjoyment of perfect health.

I don't think it is unreasonable to suggest
that the sound of that man's laughter is cal-

culated to unsettle the strongest nerves."
" But I heard no laughter."
This was said by an elderly gentleman

who was seated next to the person who as-

serted that he was a medical man.

"In that case I congratulate you. Your

hearing, sir, must be dulled. I should say
that you are the only person in the room
who didn't. I can only hope that it won't

occur again."
"

I hope it won't."

This was from the youngster on my right.

There was on his face a look which I did

not like. On second thoughts I perceived
that he was not moved so much by terror

as by a desire to smile. I returned to the

consideration of my fish. I was aware that

I had created a small sensation. I was also

aware that my wife was endeavouring to

conceal the fact that she was crying at my
side. Before, however, I could find words

with which to quiet her, the stranger, leaning
across the table, whispered

" He is back again !

"
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Down went my knife and fork with some-

thing, I fancy, of a clatter.

"Are you sure?"
" Look for yourself and see."

I sprang to my feet. I searched eagerly
round the room. As I rose the young fellow

on my right rose with me.
"
Steady, old man ! Don't you think you

had better take it easy and sit down ?
"

He was speaking to me as if I were a

child. But at that moment I caught sight

of the scoundrel leaning with his back

against the wall.
" Look at him ! Do you see his knife ?

I ask you if such a fellow ought to be

allowed in the dining-room of a respectable
hotel?"

"
Certainly not, but they will get in some-

times, don't you know. Now sit down, do."

The youngster was still talking to me as

if I were a child
;
he even laid his hand

upon my shoulder. Twisting myself free,

I fixed on him a glance which caused him

to shrink a little back.
" Be so good, sir, as to remove your hand.

If you suppose that I am a person with

whom you may take liberties you are under

a singular delusion. I am a resident in this

hotel, and as such I have a right to object
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to the presence of improper characters.

That man there I can see you ! it is no

good your dodging behind the waiter ! has

been annoying me for a good time. He has

been coming and going in a way which will

end in making me quite ill. I intend to

submit to it no longer ;
I insist on his re-

moval."

Many of the diners had risen from the

table. The room was in confusion. An
old lady exclaimed

" What is the matter with the man ? Is

he mad ?
"

Another old woman replied, speaking
behind her hand, but I heard her, in spite

of the precautions which she took to prevent
me

"
Drink, my dear !

"

Someone cried, "Mad as a March hare!"

I faced the speakers.
"

I regret that any here should think it

necessary to insult me. I expected, instead

of insult, your support. Surely there is

none here who can say that such a man
as that is a fit person to be amongst us."

"
Raymond," cried my wife,

" come away
with me. Do come !

"

" What is the use of that ? He is sure

to follow me."
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"

I shouldn't be surprised ; they do do

that at times."

This was from the youngster on my right.

A waiter advanced.
" Come this way, sir."

"
Pray, why ?

"

"
I think you 'd better."

The man's tone was actually cajoling.
" Do you indeed? I think you had better

do your duty and remove that man."
" What man, sir ? I don't see no man."
" Don't you see no man ? I allude to that

man there with no hat on, and with the

butcher's knife in his hand."

The waiter shrank away.
"

1 I don't know what you 're talking

of; I I shouldn't think, sir, as you was

well."

The man was too insignificant to bandy
words with.

"
Bring me the landlord !" I demanded.

" Here is the landlord coming."
He was

;
he advanced towards me up the

room.
"
Landlord, you appear to harbour some

very curious characters in your hotel. You
see that man there with the butcher's knife ?

he has been annoying me for the last hour

and more. He has already tried to murder
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me. Before he actually commits a crime

I insist on his removal."

"He shall be removed at once. You had

better come with me. They will have more

difficulty in removing him while you are

here."

"Why should that be? Am I not to

remain because such a villain as that wishes

to drive me out ?
"

"He's a very dangerous character; he's

often here. Come along."
" How dare you try to take my arm !

Then if he is often here the fact should

be widely known, and you should be pre-
vented from receiving respectable people as

your guests. Stand aside, sir ! remove your
hand ! See, he 's coming !

"

I fancy the landlord was a little taken

by surprise by the way in which I whirled

him round.
"
There, he 's got upon the table !

"

The scoundrel had, right among the plates

and dishes.
" Let me get at him ! I '11 soon put him

off again, knife or no knife."

I began to climb on the table.
" Now then, look what he's doing! Catch

hold of him, some of you." I imagined that

the landlord's words referred to the scoundrel
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who was playing his antics among the plates

and dishes
; but, to my surprise, they referred

to me. At least, I presume so, for, simul-

taneously, half a dozen persons caught me

by the shoulders. I thrust them from me
with an effort of strength of which I had

not thought I was capable. At the same
instant the man sat upon the table, and leap-

ing over their heads, landed on the floor.

" Here he is ! Stand back !

"
I cried.

They stood back, hustling each other in a

way which was almost comical. I addressed

the individual who was the cause of all the

tumult.
"
Now, you scamp, I will try conclusions

with you. No one else seems disposed to

do so, so I will take that office on myself.

Out you go."
I advanced to him. He did not flinch.

He raised his knife threateningly in the air.

But I did not care for that. Running in, I

caught him round the waist. I lifted him

from his feet. He wound his arms about

me. He was strong, but I myself am not

a weakling. We struggled furiously. Find-

ing that I could not throw him, I slipped my
right hand upwards and caught him with it

by the throat. In my rage I was half in-

clined to choke the life out of him. I could
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have done it! But, as I compressed my
grasp, without an instant's warning he was

gone ! I was struggling with a phantom !

There was nothing there !

" He is gone !

"
I exclaimed, looking about

to see if there were traces of him left.

"
Quite time he was gone." This, I knew,

came from the youth who had been sitting

on my right.
"

If he had not gone I should."
" Now then, catch hold of him before he

has another attack. But don't use any more

force than you can help."

Incredible though it may seem, the land-

lord was urging on the waiters to attack me.

But before they could realise the atrocity of

their employer's requirements the stranger

interposed.
" Excuse me, but I think that this is a

case with which I had better deal. Will

you kindly, for one moment, leave this gentle-
man to me ?

"

"
They had better," I declared.

" You
seem to be the only sane man here. Any-
body would think that in this hotel ruffians

with butchers' knives were not only allowed,

but encouraged to do exactly as they please."
" Look me in the eyes." I did so, though

I certainly did not know why.
" Now then !

Presto! Bang!"
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I don't know what he did. He did some-

thing. It seemed to me that he raised his

hand and snapped his fingers in the air.

That same second something happened to

me, though I really don't know what. A
great weight seemed lifted from me

; my
brain seemed all at once to clear. It was

as though I had escaped from the toils of

some horrid nightmare, as though I had

woke all at once from sleep. I looked about

me with awakening eyes. I knew that I

had been an actor in some sort of dreadful

dream. There were the people gathered
round. There was the stranger standing

just in front of me. He had a slight smile

upon his lips. He thrust his hand into the

breast-pocket of his coat.
" Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to

introduce myself."

He produced a folded paper. Unfolding
it, he held it up before their eyes. It was a

placard, printed in alternative lines of black

and red.
"
Signor Segundi, the world - renowned

prestidigitateur, begs to announce that he

will give his celebrated entertainment."

It ran in some such fashion. It was an

advertisement of an entertainment of "
magic

and mystery
"

to be given at the Assembly
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Rooms that very night. The stranger placed
his hand against his breast and bowed.
" Ladies and gentlemen, I am Signor Se-

gundi, wholly at your service. It has occurred

to me that I might vary my little programme
with the addition of some slight novelty.

Hypnotism, as you are aware, is, as they

put it, all the rage. Was it not possible to

give my programme a scientific turn ? Un-

fortunately, I am no hypnotist. With the

best intentions in the world I have only been

able to perform a few experiments upon my
wife. In these matters an artist's wife is

regarded with suspicion by the public eye.

About an hour ago I entered the room up-
stairs. I found this gentleman seated in it

all alone. Something told me that chance,

that unknown quantity, had all at once, so

to speak, thrown a subject at my head. The
true artist is he who grasps at opportunities.
I grasped at mine, and, if 1 may say so, for

the moment was inspired. I told a story
about a ghost a most mysterious ghost
which I met upon the road to Goring. As
I proceeded with my narrative I found, to

my astonishment, that the subject was being

hypnotised before I was myself aware of it.

We had a most charming little entertain-

ment, quite between ourselves and entirely
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in private. We have had, as you have seen,

an equally charming little entertainment of a

more public kind. Ladies and gentlemen, I

have to thank you for your kind attention to

that portion of our programme which is now
concluded."

The fellow bowed and ceased. I gasped.
He had made of me a laughing-stock a

live advertisement ! He turned to me.
"

I have to tender you my heartiest

thanks, sir, for the generous assistance you
have rendered, and which has made the

experiment so entirely successful."

I endeavoured to restrain myself.
"

I hope you will consider it equally

successful by the time I 've finished."

He would have done if they had let me

get at him. But Gates and my wife and

others intervened. I am not a Bombastes

Furioso. I am not, as a rule, a fighting
man. But if they had allowed me to get
within the reach of that impostor, he should

have had as successful a five minutes' enter-

tainment as he ever enjoyed. As it was,

they got him out of the room by one door,

and me out of it by another.
"
It seems to me," I observed to my wife,

when rhe and I were alone together,
" that

if one man is allowed to play hanky-panky
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with another man, not only against his will,

but actually without his knowledge, the

liberty of the subject promises to grow
smaller by degrees and beautifully less."

My wife agreed with me.
"

I thought you were mad," she said.

"
I am mad

;
but I will make him madder

before I Ve done."

So I will. I intend to keep a keen look-

out for Signor Segundi's
" Celebrated Enter-

tainment." When I hear of its being about

to take place, I mean to form one of the

audience and try on the Signor a little ex-

periment planned and carried out on lines of

my own. I hope it will be as successful as

his was.



IV.

POURQUOIPAS

I. THE TALKING HORSE
"
BUT, madame, I do not understand you !

"

"
It is a mystery!"

"A mystery !

"
Mr. Fletcher felt that the

word inadequately described the situation.
" Do you mean to say I hardly know
whether to take you seriously that you
have been having a conversation with a

horse?"
" That is to say, with my husband with

Ernest."
"

I thought you said that he was dead ?"
"

It is certain. Did I not see him die ?

I will show you the bed upon which we
laid him out. Did I not shed upon his

corpse my tears ? What would you have ?
"

" Then how about the conversation ?
"

"
It is metempsychosis."

Mr. Fletcher began to be amused.
"
Metempsychosis ?

"

"It is a theory of which I know but little.
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Is it an article of faith with which monsieur

is acquainted ?
"

"Not much personally."

"I? I am a Catholic. Ernest? He was

I know not what ! These men ! Never shall

I forget my feelings when when I suggested

sending for a prie'st ;
he said that it was not

worth while to trouble the good man, for

when he died his soul would pass into a horse."

"A horse?"

"A horse! He even named the horse!

It is incredible !

"

Mr. Fletcher thought it was almost.
" Monsieur must know that my husband

he is dead, what does it matter? was

not to me a good husband. I did my best

to bring him to a sense of what was right,

of what was proper ; but, after all, it is little

that a wife can do, is it not so ? He had his

little fortune, I had mine. Puff! before I

knew it, his was gone. Do not ask me how.

He would have sent mine with it
;

I said no.

He was a great horseman. He used to keep
horses to run at races, and to sell that was

his business
;

the hotel was mine and

among them was the famous Pourquoipas
all the world has heard of Pourquoipas."

All the world might have done. Mr.

Fletcher had not. He said so.
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" Monsieur has not heard of Pourquoipas !

It is extraordinary ! He is the greatest

trotting horse in the world. It is little I

know of these things, but I do know that

Pourquoipas is indeed a marvel. He was

my horse, as indeed, when you have the

truth, were all the others. Judge, then, of

my surprise when, as I told monsieur, I said

to Ernest,
' Shall I send for a priest ?

'

he

replied,
' Of what use ? When I die my

soul will pass into Pourquoipas.' 'What
nonsense are you talking ?

'

I demanded.

'Agnes,' he said, 'you have often accused

me of having no religion. I have a religion.

I believe in the doctrine of metempsychosis.'
'What horror is that?' I cried. 'It is the

doctrine of transmigration of souls. I am
now about to die. I believe that when I

am dead my soul will pass into the body
of Pourquoipas. It is as I say. Those

who live longest will see most.' He looked

at me with his glassy eyes. He turned over

on his side. Before I knew it he was dead.

Those were nice last words for a wife to

hear from a husband as he was entering the

grave.
"

I said nothing to anyone. I was too

much ashamed. The day before yesterday
he was buried. Yesterday morning I entered
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the stable to see that all was well. I was

looking at Pourquoipas. I was wondering
what I should do with him. He is entered

for half a dozen races and what do I know
of racing? and suddenly Pourquoipas turned

and looked at me. 'Agnes,' he said, 'good-

day.' Monsieur, it was my husband's voice.

I fell to the ground. They found me in

a fit. They carried me to the house. Oh,
mon Dieu !

"

The lady applied her handkerchief to her

eyes. Apparently she wept.
" Don't you think it possible," suggested

Mr. Fletcher mildly, "that you were the

victim of a delusion ?
"

"
Possible. When I returned to conscious-

ness I said to myself,
'

It is sure ! I am no

fool I !

' The more I thought of it the

more I said to myself it was a trick my
fancy played me. Last night when I went

to bed this idea was clearly presented to my
mind."

Madame Peltier paused. She glanced
round the room with what was very like

a glance of apprehension.
"
Monsieur, last night I had no doubt

upon the matter. This morning I found,

pinned to my pillow, a piece of paper, on

which was written the words,
' Come to the
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stable.' They were in my husband's hand-

writing. I have the piece of paper in my
pocket."

She rummaged in a pocket, which seemed
as remarkable for the variety of its contents

as any schoolboy's could possibly have been.

Finally she produced a scrap of paper ;
this

she placed upon the table with a flourish

which was essentially dramatic.
" There it is

;
monsieur may see it for

himself."

It was a quarter-sheet of dirty note-paper,
on which was written, in a cramped French

handwriting, the words,
" Come to the

stable."

"It is my husband's handwriting; there

are a hundred persons who can swear to

it. I said, 'It is another trick.' But, in

spite of myself, I went to the stable.

Scarcely had I put my foot inside the

door than Pourquoipas looked round to

me with this remark,
' You see, my wife,

it is as I said.'
"

" Did you have another fit ?
"

"Would that I had! It was not all he

said, not by a great deal. He advised me
to commit suicide."

" In order to join him in the bosom of

Pourquoipas ?
"
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"Not actually, but in effect. He desired,

the vagabond! that I should ruin myself.

He said that I was to send all the horses

and a sum of money ah! what a sum!

to an address at Morlaix. I was to ask

no questions as to their destination
;

I was

to dismiss them from my mind as though

they had never been."

Mr. Fletcher rose from his seat.

"You don't mean that he said all that?
"

"It is the truth. All the horses and ten

thousand francs all to be sent to a man at

Morlaix, of whom I had never heard. It

would be my ruin
;
as well commit suicide

at once."
" This gets interesting."

"He said that if I did not do it he would

haunt me by day and by night ;
he would

make my life a burden
;
he would make me

wish that I was never born."
"
Seriously, madame, are you quite sure

that you were not again the victim of your
own imagination ?

"

"
I have no imagination; I know not what

it is. When I hear a thing, I hear a thing ;

and when I hear my husband's voice I know
it, monsieur may rest assured of that. Be<-

sides, there is the paper."
There was the paper, but Mr. Fletcher
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did not see that there was much in that.

Oddly enough, he had been routing out

materials for an article on Breton supersti-

tions, when he stumbled on this find at

Plestin. He had not been in the place
half a dozen hours when the landlady of

his hotel,
" La Boule d'Or," thrust on him

her confidence. She said he had never

had such an accusation hurled at him before

that "monsieur looked so sympathetic."
On the shore he found the stables. They

were built within a stone's-throw of the sea.

Outwardly, they had not the appearance of

a typical training stable of a training stable,

that is, as it is known in England. A lank,

knock-kneed individual was lounging in front

of the door, who was the typical English

jockey as he is found in fifth-rate racing
establishments in "foreign parts." Him Mr.

Fletcher accosted.
" Got some decent horses, I hear."

The "jockey
"
looked him up and down.

"
They Ve got four legs most on 'em."

Mr. Fletcher knew that the speaker had

already read his inmost soul, and was aware

that his equine knowledge extended no

further than the capability of being able

to draw a distinction between a horse and

an ass.
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" Four good legs some of them, I under-

stand."
" About as good as yours and mine."

Mr. Fletcher felt that this language, in

one in the position of the speaker, was out

of place.
" Can I have a peep at them ?

"

" There 's no law again' it, as I knows on.'

The stable door was open ;
Mr. Fletcher

entered. The jockey slouched in after him.

The arrangements were primitive, but the

building was of considerable size, and some

eight or nine animals were in the boxes.
" Which is Pourquoipas ?

"

" That is Pourquoipas." On Mr. Fletcher

moving towards the animal indicated the

jockey was moved to further eloquence.
" He is a 'orse, he is." Pause. " He is

a 'orse." Another pause.
" There ain't no

trotter like him, not in Europe, there ain't.

I ought to know." Pause. "And I says
so." Pause. "That 'orse can do his mile

inside of two-eleven." The speaker glanced
at Mr. Fletcher, as if challenging contradic-

tion
;
but as that gentleman was unaware of

there being anything remarkable in a horse

"doing his mile inside of two-eleven" his

countenance was blank. "Yes, and inside

of two-ten, if he 's fairly on the job."
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Again a look in the nature of a challenge ;

still no reply. In possible disgust the jockey
did what Mr. Fletcher was hoping he would

do he turned on his heels and left the

stable. He seemed to see nothing surpris-

ing in leaving a perfect stranger to examine

the stud at his leisure.

Mr. Fletcher was content, however, to

confine his attention to one member of the

stud to Pourquoipas.
"So you 're Pourquoipas, are you ? I don't

know much about the genus trotting horse,

but if you're a fair example of the rest of

your tribe you're not a handsome family.

Big, gawky, leggy brute! You look to me
more like a cart-horse gone wrong than any
other kind of quadruped I 've seen !

"
Pour-

quoipas looked round with sullen eyes, as

though he resented these observations of

a too candid critic.

"A nice sort of man the late Peltier must

have been to have wished to transfer his

soul to such a thing of beauty as yourself."

The creature made a movement with his

hind legs, which caused Mr. Fletcher to

nimbly step aside.
" Now then, whose toes are you trying to

step upon ? A pretty mean sort of scamp
your master must have been."



POURQUOIPAS 121

There ensued an interval of silence. Mr.

Fletcher stared at the horse, and the horse

at him. It was a stare, perhaps, of mutual

admiration.
" Fat English pig !

"

It was these words, spoken in French,
which broke that interval of silence. Mr.

Fletcher started back in so much haste

as to come into sudden and unexpected
contact with the stable wall. It seemed

that this flattering address proceeded from

Pourquoipas ! For some seconds he gazed
at the animal with an astonishment which

was altogether unequivocal.
"

I 'm not surprised that it frightened the

woman ! The thing was uncommonly well

done. Now, my ventriloquial friend, where

are you ?
"

Echo answered where. Mr. Fletcher

treated Pourquoipas with very little cere-

mony. He drove him from side to side

of his box, so that no corner of it was

hidden. He peered into his manger; he

routed among the straw
;
he looked up at

the ceiling ;
he examined the other boxes

there was nothing there but horses. He
returned to stare at Pourquoipas ;

and the

more he stared the more the wonder grew.
"Blockhead."
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The same voice ;
and again it seemed

to proceed from Pourquoipas.
"So there was something in it after all.

I thought the woman was romancing. Well,

this is something new in travellers' tales. I

wonder, my friend, just where you are ?
"

While he wondered the voice went on

"You think, you English, that you are

wise. Bah ! You are a nation of fools !

Go back to your land of fogs ;
there you

will be more at home than here."

"Is that all ?
"
asked Mr. Fletcher, when

the voice was still.

It seemed that it was. All efforts on his

part to provoke a continuation of the con-

versation proved futile. His language was

not exactly choice, his allusions were not

entirely civil
;
but nothing he could say had

any effect upon the quadruped, or upon the

gentleman behind the scenes who had

endowed the quadruped, pro tern., with the

faculty of speech.
"If the seance is concluded I suppose I 'd

better go."
As he left the stable he told himself
" Unless I am mistaken, our friend the

jockey has a finger in this pie."

When he got into the open air the first

thing he saw was the jockey, walking beside
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a horse which a lad was exercising on the

sands a good three-quarters of a mile away.
Later on Mr. Fletcher, having returned

to the hotel for dinner, noticed above the

mantelpiece of the salle-a-manger the picture

of a man. The portrait was in oils, and

life-size. The man was leaning over a table,

staring the spectator in the face. It was

in the modern style of French sensation

the man seemed actually alive ! But, in

its way, it was distinctly a work of art. Mr.

Fletcher asked the Breton maid, who

brought in his soup, who the original was.
"

It is the patron the husband of madame.
It is a good likeness. But, for me, I do not

like it. Whenever I look at it I think that

he is going to leap at me across the table."

The idea was not inapt ;
he did look as

though he were about to spring.
" Wasn't he a little man ?

"

" But a dwarf. That is how he was so

good a rider."

The face in the picture was not an evil

face. It seemed to Mr. Fletcher that it was

rather the face of a fool than a knave. But

about the whole portrait there was a curious

appearance of life one momentarily ex-

pected the man to spring.

That night Mr. Fletcher was aroused
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from his first sleep by a tapping at his

bedroom door. At first as we are apt to

do he wondered what it was that had

disturbed his slumber. Tap, tap, tap ! As
he listened there came a further tapping at

the panel of the door. He started up in bed.

"Who's there?"
"
Open, monsieur, for the love of heaven."

It was a woman's voice.
"
Is that you, madame?"

"Open, monsieur. I pray you, open."
"What's the matter?"

Slipping into a pair of trousers, Mr.

Fletcher went to see. Outside the door

was Madame Peltier in a costume of the

most amazing scantiness.

She had a lighted candle in her hand.

Without waiting for an invitation, pushing

past the gentleman, she entered his room.

Putting her candle on the table, herself she

placed upon a chair. Mr. Fletcher felt that

this behaviour of his landlady's required
an explanation, even in the wilds of C6tes

du Nord!
"
May I ask, madame, what is wrong ?

"

Now that she had gained admittance, the

lady appeared to be in a state of speechless

agitation ;
it was plain that there was some-

thing wrong.
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" Ernest !

"
she gasped.

" Ernest ! I have

seen him."

"Ernest?" For a moment the name

conveyed no significance to Mr. Fletcher's

bewildered brain. "You mean your hus-

band?"
" My husband ! I have seen his ghost !

"

"His ghost?"
Mr. Fletcher was becoming conscious

that there might be more excitement in the

country than in the town.
"

I have seen his ghost ; oh, mon Dieu !

I was asleep. Suddenly I awoke. Some-

one was leaning over me, having a tight

hold of my arm. It was Ernest. Oh, mon
Dieu !

"

" You were dreaming."
"
Dreaming ! I wish I had been dream-

ing. Is that a dream?" The lady pulled

up the sleeve of her single garment. An

ugly bruise showed on the skin of her

plump, white arm. " Ernest was a little

man, but he had a wrist like steel. That

is where he gripped me. Is that a dream ?"

"How do you know it was your hus-

band?"
" Do I not know my husband ? He whis-

pered in my ear oh, the horror !

' You see,

my wife, it is as I said.' I was too frightened
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to speak.
'

I will haunt you by day and

night until you do my bidding.' Then he

began again about the horses and the ten

thousand francs which I am to send to a

Monsieur Quelquechose at Morlaix just as

I heard it, every word, from Pourquoipas.
It will be my ruin !"

While the lady sobbed, Mr. Fletcher, in

his unstockinged feet, paced to and fro.

"It strikes me that there is some plot on

foot to deprive you of your property. Do
you know anything about that jockey of

yours ?
"

"Sam Tucker? He is a fool, and a

knave. What then ?
"

" Do you think him capable of originating
an elaborate scheme of robbery ?

"

"He is capable of anything ;
he is always

robbing me. What has that to do with my
husband ?

"

"
That, at present, is more than I can tell

you. Of course, the ghostly visitation was
a trick."

"
Is that a trick?"

The lady pointed to the bruise upon her

arm.

"That is part of the trick. But I will

talk the matter over with you in the morn-

ing, and we will see what can be done.
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You had better return to your room. You
are hardly likely to receive another visit

from that very versatile husband of yours

to-night."
"

I would not return to my room not

for ten thousand horses and a million

francs."
" Then you had better go to your maid.

I suppose that you hardly propose remaining
here?"

The lady went to her maid. Immediately
on her departure the gentleman turned into

bed. But he could not sleep ;
he turned,

and tossed, and tumbled
;

the lady's visit

had banished slumber. Pourquoipas, the

words which had fallen or which had

seemed to fall from the creature's lips,

the lady's story half a dozen things were

jumbled together in his mind.

Perhaps some twenty minutes or half an

hour had elapsed since the lady had gone.
He was lying on his left side, with his face

turned towards the wall. His eyes were

closed, in the forlorn hope that sleep would

come upon them unawares. But as he lay,

and no sleep came, and, instead, phantoms
of thought persisted in chasing each other

across his brain, in weariness of spirit he

opened them to look out upon the world.
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As he did so he was surprised to see that

a light a faint light was shining on the

wall. His first impression was that it was

later than he had imagined, and that the

first glimmerings of daylight were finding
their way into the room. Something, how-

ever, in the colour of the light suggested
that it certainly was not daylight. And,
as he lay in a sort of drowsy stupor, his

eyes still fixed on the dimly illuminated wall,

he began to fear that that absurd woman
had returned, to outrage the proprieties, and

to seek shelter from her fears.

"Confound her! If this isn't something
like an hotel, I never knew one yet! Talk

about travellers being taken in and done

for!"

This he muttered beneath his breath.

Then he turned lazily in bed, intending,
with as much politeness as circumstances

would permit, to call down execrations on

his hostess. But he did not call down exe-

crations on his hostess, because his hostess

was not there.

When he turned in bed he perceived that

the room was lighted, but from what source

there was no evidence to show. The light

was, so to speak, just enough to cast the

room in shadow
; just enough to make
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things visible, and yet not plain. It was
a dim and a ghostly light.

While Mr. Fletcher was wondering to

what unseen friend he was indebted for this

genteel illumination, all at once his eyes fell

upon a man, who was standing on the other

side of the table, leaning over the board.

He could have sworn that he was not there

when he first had turned, a second ago, for

his glance had travelled all round the room,
in search of his landlady, and he had seen

that it was empty. Yet it was equally
certain that now the man was there, unless,

that is, he was the victim of an hallucination.

When one is awake, and in one's right mind,

one does not, as a general rule, see things
which are non-existent

;
and now he saw

that man.

He was a very little man, if that was any
consolation, and he was a curious-looking
little man. As he leaned across the table

his attitude conveyed an odd and slightly

uncanny impression of his being about to

spring. There was silence. The visitor

made no remark. Mr. Fletcher, on his part,

made none. The man was a stranger to

him, and yet where had he seen him

before ? Suddenly he remembered in the

picture over the mantelpiece in the salle-a-
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manger. He was the patron the husband

of madame! Either the artist had caught,
in a marvellous and prophetic manner, his

sitter's pose, or the sitter had caught the

artist's inspiration. Mr. Fletcher saw the

picture reproduced before his eyes, as in

the portrait the little man looked as though
he were going to leap at him across the

table !

"
Monsieur, a little of your attention."

The visitor opened the ball of conver-

sation the voice was the voice which had

seemed to proceed from Pourquoipas.
"You are an Englishman? Very good.

Confine yourself to your own affairs. Return

to your own country."

The visitor's manner was distinctly acid.

As he listened, Mr. Fletcher became very
certain that the man in front of him was

neither a spectre of his own imagination,
nor a visitant from shadowland.

"You hear? I say, return to your own

country."
Mr. Fletcher heard, and, as he heard, he

sat up in bed and contemplated the speaker
at his leisure.

"You're a nice young man, upon my
word !

"

This form of reply seemed to take the
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visitor aback. He seemed to think that he

had not created a sufficient impression.
" You do not know who I am ?

"

"
Oh, yes I do, thanks."

" You think I am alive ?
"

"
I don't think you are."

"Very good. Try and see." The speaker
raised his hand, with a little mocking gesture.
" But I warn you to take care. Above all,

I warn you not to meddle in affairs which

are no concern of yours. Go away from

here, or you will regret it."

"
I assure you, honestly, that I shall not

regret it if remaining here will afford me an

opportunity of having frequent interviews

with you. You are the sort of man, I

should say, who improves upon acquaint-
ance."

" You laugh at me ? Well, you will not

laugh long. I warn you to go away from

here before to-morrow night, or you will

be sorry."
11

Sorry ? Not at all ! You little brute !

"

As Mr. Fletcher uttered this last exclama-

tion, springing out of bed, he bounded to-

wards the little man behind the table. He
moved with great agility, but if he expected
to take the other by surprise he failed. No
sooner did his feet touch the floor than the
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mysterious light vanished, and, despite his

haste, all that he succeeded in doing was

to come in violent contact with the table.

Some strongish language escaped his lips

as, in the pitchy darkness, he went rushing
round the table. He succeeded in reaching
the other side of it

;
he also succeeded, when

he reached it, in finding nothing there.
" Where are you, you hound ?

"

No voice replied. He stood a moment,

listening. There was not a sound.
"

I know you're somewhere in the room.

Only wait until I lay my hands on you !

"

Even as he spoke someone laid a hand on

him, lightly, on his arm
;

and a voice a

well-known voice observed
" Good -

night, dear friend until to-

morrow !

"

Mr, Fletcher sprang round with an agility

which was really marvellous, grasping wildly
at the speaker. He grasped, however, noth-

ing but the air. When he realised that there

was nothing there to grasp, Mr. Fletcher's

language was quite unprintable. At last he

lit the candle. By its glimmer he examined

the room there was nothing but the room
to examine. All traces of his visitor had

disappeared. Nor could he find anything
which went to show the means by which
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that disappearance had been effected. The
door was locked, so was the window.

"Where has the little beggar gone? It

strikes me that this is quite a model thing
in hotels. It dates from before the flood

;

and I '11 stake a pound it 's honeycombed
with sliding doors and secret passages, like

the hotels used to be in the good old-

fashioned tales of my boyhood."
As he came to this conclusion he returned

to the table behind which the little man had

stood. His eyes fell upon a piece of paper
which was lying in its centre.

"What is that? I didn't notice anything
there when I lit the candle."

It was a quarter-sheet of dirty notepaper
own brother to the scrap which Madame

had shown him. It contained two words,

written in the same cramped handwriting as

the words upon her piece
" Until to-morrow."

"That's odd. How came that there?

There can be no doubt that the thing's
well done."

He thought so when, having put out the

candle and returned into bed, on laying his

head on the pillow, his cheek came into

contact with another scrap of paper.

"What the !"
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He sprang out of bed as though a serpent
had stung him. With hands which actually

trembled he once more caused light to shine

upon the scene. He bore the candle to the

bed sure enough there was a piece of paper
on the pillow.

"How in thunder did that get there ?
"

As gingerly as though it were some

precious or, perhaps, some deadly thing,

he picked it up between his finger and his

thumb. It was the third of the series

another dirty quarter-sheet ;
and on it, in

the old, familiar hand, was this excellent

advice : "Do not meddle with the affairs

of others." The advice was excellent
;
there

could be no doubt of that. But still Mr.

Fletcher felt that its excellence did not

sufficiently account for its presence on his

pillow. This time, when he returned into

bed, he did not put the candle out. He
left it burning.

Sleep has been compared to a woman
"uncertain, coy, and hard to please." When
we seek for slumber it eludes us

;
when we

least expect it, behold, it comes ! It came

to Mr. Fletcher then. Hardly was he once

more between the sheets before he was sleep-

ing softly as a child.
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II. THE LIVING PICTURE

When Mr. Fletcher awoke there was no

mistake about it this time it was broad

day. He lay for some moments revelling in

the first joy of waking. When he thought
of the events of the night he laughed aloud

;

they were so utterly absurd. Remembering
the scraps of paper he sat up in bed to look

for them. In rising his glance fell upon his

pillow ; there, on the snowy linen, within

half an inch of where his cheek had just

been resting, branded, as it seemed, in blood,

was the impress of a horse's hoof.

Mr. Fletcher managed, during the early

portion of that day, to avoid his hostess.

He went out into the village. There

appeared to be only one shop in the place ;

at the door of that establishment stood a

man. He was a big, burly fellow in blouse

and sabots; he looked a companionable soul.

Mr. Fletcher found him what he looked a

gossip. Mr. Fletcher began by alluding to

the natural beauties of the neighbourhood ;

he then remarked that he was staying at
" La Boule d'Or," the landlord of which,

he understood, had lately died.
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"It was time he did."
" Such a scamp, was he ?

"

"As honest a man as ever lived."

Mr. Fletcher pricked up his ears at this.

" Rather wild, wasn't he ?
"

" There never was a quieter soul."

"But wasn't he extravagant ?
"

"
Extravagant ! For example, he had

never a sou to spend."
"
That, I suppose, was after he had spent

all he had to spend ?
"

Monsieur Bonchard the name was

painted on the little window over his

door cast at Mr. Fletcher a contemplative

glance ;
he placed his hands on the upper

portion of his capacious stomach.
"

I see."
" What do you see ?

"

" You have been listening to Madame
Peltier."

" Madame Peltier certainly gave me to

understand that he was not all a husband

should have been."
" Marie !

"
Monsieur Bonchard called into

the shop. A feminine reproduction of him-

self came towards the front.
" What sort of

a husband was Peltier up at the ' Hotel de

laBouled'Or'?"
"A model husband a true model."
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"As for his wife
"

The lady interposed.
"

It is not for us to say anything."
"

I was his friend
;

it is for me to say
the truth. She murdered him !

"

" Murdered him !

"

Mr. Fletcher felt that the authorities were

too conflicting.
" Not with a pistol and a knife, but with

her cruelty. She led him the life of a dog !

She did not let him have enough to eat
;

she would not let him have a sou to call his

own
;
she would not let him have his liberty ;

she used to lock him up in a room for days ;

she beat him."
" Beat him !

"

" Never shall I forget one night he came
to me

;
he was crying ah ! like my little

baby.
'

Bonchard,' he said, 'it is finished.

She has beaten me !

'"

" With her shoe," explained the lady,
" as

though he were a little child."

"He was a very little man
;
she was a

big woman ;
he was as nothing in her hands.

She used to say she would show him as

a dwarf. Ah, what he suffered ! He had a

spirit which was too large for his body.
After that beating monsieur, he was black

and blue, with my own eyes I saw the
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bruises ! within a week he was no more
he was dead. That is why I say she mur-

dered him."

"One tale is good," reflected Mr. Fletcher,
"
until another is told. The fault does not

appear to have been all upon one side. If

she beat him with her shoe degradation
not to be surpassed I don't wonder that he

preferred the bosom of Pourquoipas."
Corroboration of Monsieur Bonchard's

story was obtained from another quarter
from the Breton maid who waited upon
him at his midday meal.

" What sort of man was the late Monsieur

Peltier?"
" An angel."

Mr. Fletcher felt that this was strong.
The maid did not look as though she was

an enthusiastic damsel. On the other hand,

still less did Monsieur Peltier in his portrait

look as though he were an angel.
" What was there angelic about him?

"

"He was so good ; that was his fault he

was too good. He was a little man such

a little man one could have nursed him

like a baby."
Mr. Fletcher was conscious that there

might be drawbacks in being nursed like a

baby.
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"
I suppose, then, that he and his wife

lived happily together ?
"

"Happily! Ah, for example!" The
damsel was standing by his chair. Stoop-

ing, she whispered in his ear :

" Madame
has a tongue !

"
Standing up, she looked

about her, possibly to see if the coast was

clear :

" And madame has an arm ! You
see that ?

"
She pointed to a red mark

upon her cheek.
" She has just done it.

She may be big, but I will let her know
that next time she slaps me it shall not be

for nothing."

It was possible that the damsel's evidence

was prejudiced. When one has just been

slapped, one does not necessarily have a

high opinion of the slapper. Still, straws

show which way the wind is blowing. It

was evident that public opinion was not

unanimous in reprobating Monsieur Peltier.

Mr. Fletcher did not see his hostess until

after supper. He was quitting the salle-a-

manger when he heard the sound of sobbing.
The sound proceeded from a little room at

the foot of the stairs. The door of the

room was open. In it was Madame Peltier.
"
Monsieur, I entreat you, enter."

Mr. Fletcher entered.
"

It is all over. It is done. It is finished."



HO MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

Mr. Fletcher inquired what was finished.

"
I am ruined. It is of no consequence

to anyone that I know very well but it

is all the world to me."

Mr. Fletcher asked being driven upon
the paths of cross-examination in what way
she was ruined.

"
I have just given orders that all my

horses Pourquoipas alone is worth five-

and-twenty thousand francs and all the

money I have in the world are to be sent

to a man in Morlaix, of whom I have not

even heard the name."
" You are not serious ?

"

" Do I look as though I were not serious,

monsieur ? What would you have ? Ask
Sam Tucker. He is going to take both

the money and the horses."

"If you really have given such an order

I would earnestly advise you to countermand

it. You don't mean to say, now you have

had an opportunity for quiet thought, that

you are not yourself persuaded that you
have been the victim of a trick?"

" What do you call a trick ? Was that

a trick last night ? Do not tell me I do

not know my own husband, if you please.

All this morning I say to myself,
'

I will

go into the stable. No, no, no !

'

This after-
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noon I find upon my table a piece of paper
'Come!' Who put it there? It is in

my husband's writing. I went to the stable,

although I said to myself I would not go.
I have heard there from Pourquoipas ah !

what I have heard ! Never was I spoken
to in such a way before

;
and by a horse !

Ciel ! It is a wonder I am not dead ! It

is enough that I promised to send the horses

and the money, by Sam Tucker, to a man
at Morlaix, whose name even I do not

know."
"

I would strongly advise you to put off

the fulfilment of your promise at any rate,

until the morning."
"It is impossible ! I am not a woman

without courage, but I do not dare."

She did dare. Mr. Fletcher persuaded
her. The sacrifice was postponed.

"
Now," the gentleman told himself,

" un-

less I am greatly mistaken, to-night I shall

have another visitor as the consequence of

meddling with the affairs of others !

"

His forebodings were realised he had a

visitor! He put off retiring to the latest

possible moment. When he did seek the

privacy of his own apartment, he still post-

poned the act of going to bed.
"

I think I remember seeing somewhere
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a little play called Diamond Cut Diamond.

If I am to receive a visit I think I '11 receive

him sitting up. I shall be able to offer him

more courtesy than I should if I were in

bed."

He put out the candle, taking care to have

it within easy reach. He put a box of

matches in his pocket, only regretting that

there was no lantern handy. Taking off his

boots, he sat down in a chair and waited.

He waited hours. Nothing broke the

silence of the night ;
no church clock told

of the flight of time.

"One might almost think that someone

had told my friend that I had a six-shooter

in my pocket, the better to do him honour.

If something doesn't happen soon I shall

either have to walk about or else go to

sleep in my chair
;
and if it comes to that,

I 'd better go to bed."

The night stole on. Still nothing to break

the monotony of waiting in the dark. More
than once Mr. Fletcher had caught his chin

in the act of falling forward on to his chest

his yawns became prodigious !

"
It begins to occur to me that, at my time

of life, nothing and no one is worth sitting

up for all night. I 'm off to bed."

He was about to go to bed, and, for that
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purpose, had already risen from his seat,

when he heard a sound!

"What's that?"

It might have been the creaking of a

board
;

it might have been the movement
of a mouse

;
it might have been any of

the trifling noises of which we are conscious

in the silence of the night. Of one thing

only he was certain he had heard a sound !

He listened, his sense of hearing almost

unnaturally alert. A sound again !

"Perhaps, after all, it's nothing but a

mouse."

If it was a mouse, it was a curious

one. The sound became plainer. It

seemed to Mr. Fletcher that it was coming
nearer.

"
It 's someone moving. I hope to good-

ness it isn't that old idiot, madame."

But it did not seem as if it proceeded
from the stairs. Surely, if she came at all,

she would come that way.
"

It strikes me that it is someone in the

other room. For all I know there may be

someone sleeping there. Halloa! what's

that?"

It was a ray of light the merest pencil ;

it gleamed, like a streak of molten metal,

across the floor.
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"As I 'm a Dutchman it 's shining through
the wall !

"

It was, there could be no doubt of it
;

it came through a crevice in the wains

cot.

"
I have it! I spot it all ! Now for the

next card in the game it'll be a call for

trumps. I rather fancy, too, that I shall

be able to trump this little trick."

The pencil of light grew wider.
"
They 're slipping a panel in the wainscot

just behind the head of my bed! This

thing gets beautifully plain."

With a cat-like step Mr. Fletcher moved
towards the bed. The pencil of light was

ceasing to be a pencil it began to illuminate

the room.

"Steady, my friend, that panel distinctly

creaked
; you must oil it next time before

you play this game. In delicate operations
of this kind '

trifles light as air
'

are apt to

spoil the full effect."

The room was in that state of semi-

radiance which had puzzled Mr. Fletcher

on the previous night.
"
Now, my friend, is it now? It is! He's

coming. Trumped! Good -evening, dear

friend, good-evening."
With one hand he had someone by the
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collar of his coat, with the other he pointed
a revolver into someone's face."

"
Good-evening, dear friend, good-even-

ing."

There ensued an interval for reflection.

The captive seemed momentarily paralysed ;

the captor was taking stock. The prisoner
was a little man a very little man, scarcely

reaching above Mr. Fletcher's waist.

"After all!"

The words proceeded from the little man
in something between a moan and a

gasp.
"As you say, my friend, 'after all' after

all we meet again. Perhaps you will permit
me to strike a light my light ? Your light

we will examine later on."

The little man offered no resistance when
his captor drew him towards the table. He
stood in silence while the candle was being
lit, nor did he flinch when Mr. Fletcher

held it in front of his face, the better to see

what manner of man he was.
" From the look of you I should say you

were the late Peltier's Corsican brother."
" You have a revolver

;
shoot me, it is

better so."

"It may be better so a little later in the

evening ;
at the present it seems to me that

L
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it would be a pity. Let me place you on

the table."

Lifting him in his arms Mr. Fletcher

seated him on the edge of the table, the

little man remaining as docile as a child.

When, however, he had gained that post
of vantage,

" What it is to have been born

a little man !

"
he groaned.

"The situation is not without its com-

pensations. Women, mistaking your age,

may bestow on you their caresses as gener-

ously as though you were a little boy. Now,

may I ask I trust you will not deem the

question an impertinence who you are and

what 's your little game ?
"

" Do you not know me?"
" Unless you are the ghost of the late

lamented Peltier, I am afraid I don't."
"

I am Peltier himself."

"Peltier! Ernest! Whew!" Mr. Fletcher

whistled.
" But I thought that you were

dead."

"In the morning I shall be dead."

The little man spoke with an air of tragic

gloom.
" But so far as I understand the right of

the matter you are, or you ought to be, stone

dead now. You are buried."
" My coffin is buried."
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The little man was still. Looking at him,

marking his air of extreme depression, Mr.

Fletcher began, faintly, to realise the situa-

tion.

" You do not understand ?
"

"Not yet exactly."

"Although you do not understand, you
have ruined me. It seems to me that that

is well. Is it because you love my wife ?
"

"Your wife! Well, not precisely."
" What is it, then? You think, no doubt,

you have done a brave and clever thing

you, a stranger, who came into this country
for the first time yesterday. You are mis-

taken. You see, I am a small man. My
wife, she is as big as a house. Ever since

the day I married her she made my life no

life at all. I could do nothing against her;

she did with me as she pleased. Once I ran

away. I did not go far
;

I had only three

francs in my pocket. Those I had to steal.

Sometimes two, three times a day she

would look to see if there was any money
in my pockets. She found me, she brought
me back

;
she locked me up for three whole

weeks in this very room. She took away
my clothes. She left me but my drawers,

my slippers, and my shirt. That was very

funny, was it not ? For you, but not for
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me. Oh, mon Dieu ! After all, I am a

man."

In the uncertain light Mr. Fletcher saw

that the tears were rolling down the speaker's
cheeks.

"
I was ashamed to complain to people of

the treatment I received, though I do not

doubt it was plain enough to all the world.

I thought once or twice of killing her, but

it seemed to me that it would be better that

I should kill myself rather than her. This

reflection put into my head the beginning of

a scheme. At last things came to a crisis.

She she beat me. She beat me as though
I were a child me, a man of honour with

a slipper upon her knee! It is incredible,

but it is none the less the truth, she beat

me until I cried with pain! That was

enough. I arranged my scheme. I pre-

tended to be ill. I knew that she was

very superstitious. I told her that, when
I was dead, my soul would pass into the

body of a horse."
"
Pourquoipas ?

"

" Into the body of Pourquoipas. No
sooner had I said it than I seemed to die."

" How did you manage that ?
"

"
I swallowed a draught which made it

seem to her that I was dead."



POURQUOIPAS 149

" But how about the doctor ? Aren't such

things as certificates of death known in this

part of the world ?
"

"Sam Tucker saw to that."
"

I thought our friend the jockey had a

finger in the pie."

"He has been a good friend to me, Sam
Tucker. She lost no time in putting me into

a coffin. Dead, she feared me more than

living. Sam Tucker fastened down the

lid."

"
Having first, I suppose, taken care to

see that you were out of it ?
"

" That is so. When the coffin had been

buried we got her down to the stable. I

spoke to her, as she thought, out of the

mouth of Pourquoipas."
"
And, pray, how was that edifying per-

formance arranged ? You spoke to me, you
must remember, out of the mouth of Pour-

quoipas."
"It was very simple. There is a cellar

underneath the stable. A small grating

opens into the box of Pourquoipas. I

spoke through the grating. You were

easily deceived."

"You think so, do you? It seems to

me, my friend, that you 're a past master

in deception."
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" My idea was to frighten my wife into

sending the horses which, after all, are

my own property and a sum of money to

an address in Morlaix. Then I should be

able to start the world afresh, freed from

the chains of slavery. There can be no

doubt she would have sent them. You
came upon the scene. By meddling in the

affairs of others you have ruined all. It

seems that I must starve, and, after all
"

"Hist! What's that?" Mr. Fletcher

caught Monsieur Peltier by the arm.
" There 's someone coming up the stairs,

and I'll bet a dollar it's your wife. Hide

behind the curtains of the bed."

There came a tapping at the door.

"Who's there?"
"
Open, monsieur, open !

" When the

door was opened Madame Peltier stood

without, in the airy costume of the night
before.

"
Monsieur, I cannot sleep ;

it is

no good. All the night I think that I hear

voices
"

A figure advanced into the centre of the

room, the figure of a very little man.

"Agnes!"
The lady fainted. Sixteen solid stone fell

with a thud upon the ground. Mr. Fletcher

brought her round in course of time.
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"
It was Ernest!"

"
Upon my word," said Mr. Fletcher,

"
I

believe it was."
"

It is enough. Better to be ruined than

to die. I will send the money and the horses

in the morning."
And she sent them!



V.

BY SUGGESTION

I. THE SUGGESTION SENT

" IT is not really true ?
"

"
Absolutely."

" Do you mean to say that when she

reads that note which you are now scribbling
she will at once pass into an hypnotic
trance ?

"

"That is precisely what I mean. Her
name is Carr, Jessie Carr. I shall put this

note into an envelope ;
I shall send it round

by my boy, and when she opens it and

reads it she will be hypnotised. We call it

hypnotism by suggestion."

"And, pray, what is the object?"
"
Merely experimental. Several men will

be present who are inquiring into that sort

of thing. The note will be delivered in their

presence; they will watch what happens, and

will then proceed to test for results."
"

I should like to be the young woman."
" The physical conditions which permit of

152
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such experiments are much more common,

especially among women, than is generally

supposed. I am going to the wedding of

one of my hypnotic patients when I have

sent this note."
" The deuce you are ! As bridegroom ?

"

"Not quite. Rather an odd case. One

morning a young woman came to me with

raging neuralgia. She wanted to know if

I could do anything for her. I said there

was one possible cure hypnotism."
"Well?"

"Well, I hypnotised her, but the cure was

but temporary. She came again, and again,

and again ;
I hypnotised her afresh each

time. At last the neuralgia entirely dis-

appeared ;
but during the course of the

treatment I discovered that she possessed
some very striking peculiarities. For one

thing, she is the most sensitive subject I ever

heard of."

" What 's her name ?
"

"Her name is Miss Moore" Mr. Wyman
was addressing an envelope as he answered

"and she lives at The Laurels, in Rich-

mond Road."

"And you say she is going to be married?"
" This morning." Mr. Wyman rose and

rang the bell. A boy in buttons entered.
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" Take this note at once

;
the address is on

the envelope." The boy in buttons dis-

appeared. Mr. Wyman turned to his friend.
"
Yes, Miss Moore is going to be married

this morning at half-past twelve, and as it

is now past eleven, if I mean to be present
I haven't much time to spare."

II. THE SUGGESTION ARRIVES

At The Laurels they were preparing for

the wedding. Marriage is supposed to be

rather an important incident in a young

girl's life it may not be so to-morrow,
but it is to-day and as such it involves a

good deal of preparation. In an upper
chamber certain persons were engaged in

the sacred service of "dressing the bride."

In fact, they had dressed her, but the finish-

ing touches were needed such touches as a

painter gives to his picture on varnishing day.

"What do I look like?"
" Like a dream."

Miss Moore smiled. The comparison was

not inapt. Her tall slender figure, enveloped
in billows of white, was dream-like. As she

looked at her reflection in the glass she felt

herself that she might pass, in a picture, for

a visitant from some sweet shadow land.
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The young lady who had compared her to

a dream spoke on.

"A dream, Bessie, that is what you look

like like some shadowy thing, which could

be blown away by a puff of wind. If

I were Mr. Lonsdale I should want to take

you in my arms to make sure that you were

flesh and blood."

Miss Moore smiled again. Other girls

"said things" such things as girls will say
who minister to the wants of a bride. While

they were saying them there came a knock

at the door.

"A note for Miss Moore^ to be delivered

at once."

"For me?" She took the note in her

hand. As she read the address which was

upon the envelope it was noticed that an

odd look came into her eyes. She seemed

to tremble. Opening the envelope, she read

the note which it contained. When she had

done so, without a word she sat down upon
the seat behind her.

"Bessie, what is the matter?" Miss

Ducie came hurrying forward. It was she

who had compared Miss Moore to a dream.

She looked still more like a dream just then.
" Aren't you well?"

She looked well and yet she didn't.
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The maid advanced a matronly woman.

She had been Miss Moore's nurse, develop-

ing, by process of natural selection, into a

maid in course of time.
" Poor dear ! Are you a bit faint, my

dear ?
"

Miss Moore said nothing.
" She 's

had enough to worry her, I do think, without

having something extra on her wedding-day.
It's that letter what's done it. I wish I

hadn't let them give it her."
" But what can be in the letter ?

"

inquired
Miss Ducie.

"
I don't know. Perhaps you had better

look and see."

Miss Ducie did so
;
but she was not an

expert in handwriting, nor skilled in the

deciphering of hieroglyphics, nor acquainted
with the key to the cuneiform character.

The contents of the sheet of paper were

hidden mysteries to her. There seemed to

be half a dozen lines of scribble, having
neither beginning nor end.

"
I don't know what it means

;
I don't

understand it in the least. I think it must

be German."

"Speak to me, my dear." The maid was

bending over Miss Moore
; but, apparently,

Miss Moore declined to speak.
" Give me

the salts." They gave her the salts. Salts
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had no effect upon Miss Moore. "
It 's a

queer kind of faint she's in, if it is a faint.

I don't know what we shall do if we have

to undress her to bring her round. It's

already past the time to start."

Just then there came a loud knocking at

the door. A very dictatorial voice was heard

without.
" Now then, can I come in ?

"

Without waiting for the required permis-
sion the speaker entered. He was a tall,

portly person, with something of a bully in

his air. This was the bride's father, Mr.

Moore.
" Do you know what time it is ? It 's time

to start !

"

As her father spoke to her, in a tone of

voice which faintly resembled the discharge
of an eighty-ton gun, Miss Moore turned her

face in his direction. It almost seemed that

the action was mechanical.

"Yes, papa."
There was something so curious in her

voice that her father started.
" Aren't you well ?

"

"
Quite well, thank you, papa."

"Then get up, and come along! Do you
want to find the parson gone, and the

church closed?"
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In obedience to this gentle hint Miss

Moore stood up. The maid interposed
"

I don't think, sir, that Miss Moore is

quite well."
"
Oh, you don't, don't you. You never do

think that she's quite well eh, Barnes?"

Mr. Moore chuckled. He himself was in

the possession of such uproarious health

that the idea that anybody else could be

ailing was incredible to him. His daughter's

vagaries in that direction always had been

mysteries. He turned to her.
"

I thought

you said you were well ?
"

" So I am, papa."
Mr. Moore sniffed, made some chaste re-

mark about " Never saw such fools as

women," tucked his daughter's hand under

his arm, and proceeded to lead the way to

the door. But she stood still.

" Now then, move yourself! Come along,

do!"

Thus commanded, she moved herself, and

father and daughter led the way downstairs.

Shortly afterwards the procession started for

the church. The bridegroom met his bride

at the church door. Mr. Lonsdale was a

dapper little man, with sandy hair, which

was growing beautifully less on the crown.

He wore spectacles, and had an uncertain
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manner. His best man was John Morgan,
a Welshman, who was both big and bonny.

"Bessie!"

Mr. Lonsdale advanced with hand stretched

out to greet his bride
;
but she paid not the

slightest attention to him, looking straight

in front of her with a vacant stare, as though
she was quite unconscious of his neighbour-
hood.

" Kiss the man !

"
exclaimed her father, in

his hearty way.
As it happened Mr. Morgan also had his

hand stretched out. When her father spoke,
without the slightest hint of what it was she

intended to do, she turned, and, with the de-

murest air in the world, kissed the best man
on the lips.

" Good Lord !

"
chuckled her father,

" she 's

kissed the wrong 'un !

"

The procession entered the church. It

was rather a tame affair. To begin with,

the bride declined to relinquish her father's

arm until he expressly bade her. Then
she "hooked on" to Mr. Lonsdale's arm

very much with the air of a mechanical

doll. Then when the bridegroom started

she, like a post, remained quite still. The
result was a little chaotic.

"Step it!" said her father.
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Then she stepped it. The procession
went

, up to the altar. The service began.
Even the effect of that was marred, and

that by the bride's inattention. She showed

none of the ordinary signs of discomposure
which commonly attend the blushing bride

;

but when the clergyman addressed her

as, for instance,
" Wilt thou have this man

to be thy wedded husband ?
"
and so on

instead of answering she stared at him in

a vacant sort of way, as though she was

wondering what he was doing there. The

parson was so discomposed by the way in

which, without answering, she stared at him,

that, taking the answer for granted, he went

on with the service. Her father gave her

away, and Mr. Lonsdale took her in proper
form to be his wedded wife. But when her

turn came to take him to be her wedded

husband she stood silent as the grave.

Her father thrust a Prayer Book into her

hand.
"
Speak up ! Read it off the book !

"

She read it off the book, speaking in a

curiously clear tone of voice, which could

be distinctly heard all over the building.

"A man may not marry his grand-
mother

"

Her father had opened the Prayer Book
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at the wrong place. With seraphic inno-

cence she read what was put before her.

They cut her short before she got through
the whole table of affinity, but after that

the rest of the service fell a trifle flat.

Even the bridegroom's proverbial muddle

with the ring was ineffective, and that

always draws a smile. When the service

was over the procession was about to march

to the vestry, as it seemed, without the

bride. That was because the bride stood

still. Mr. Lonsdale had her arm in his, but

when he began to move she stood like a

post.
"
Bessie," he whispered under his breath

;

but Bessie gave no sign even that she heard.

Her father came to his rescue.

"Bessie, are you deaf? Do you hear?

Give us a lead !

"

Then she gave them a lead. In the

vestry the bridegroom saluted his bride.

He might as well have saluted a statue

for all the interest she seemed to take in

the proceeding.
"You are nervous. But never mind, it

will soon be over. Bear up," he murmured.

She did bear up surprisingly well. She
was taller than he, and she stood like a

lamp-post looking vacantly over his head.

M
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People crowded round to offer their con-

gratulations. She treated them all to the

same stony inattention. Her demeanour

was a model of propriety with the chill

on. They did not understand her in the

least. They felt that she might at least

have recognised the fact that they were

there. Mr. Lonsdale bustled about explain-

ing that the strain had been too much for

her delicate organisation. He begged them

to leave her alone. They left her alone.

The register was signed, her signature

being affixed at her father's particular re-

quest not to say command. It seemed,

indeed, that she would do nothing unless

he ordered her. The thing was quite con-

spicuous. He drew her aside.
"
Now, Bessie," he said, in that paternal

way he had,
"

I don't want any of your

foolery ;
no fainting fits or any nonsense

of that kind. I should think you might
behave decently upon your wedding-day.
You just take Lonsdale's arm, and walk

with him to the carriage, and go home and

behave yourself until I come."

She obeyed with a docility which was

more than childlike. Off went the bride

and bridegroom arm in arm. The bride's

father turning, saw at his elbow a short,
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wiry-looking gentleman, with shaven cheeks

and a curiously resolute pair of eyes. This

gentleman raised his hat.

"Mr. Moore, I believe? I am Mr.

Wyman." The stranger handed him a

card. Mr. Moore saw that on it was

printed "Mr. P. H. Wyman, Surgeon-
Dentist."

"
I don't know if you are aware

of it, I think possibly not, but your daughter
has been a patient of mine."

" Oh !

"
Mr. Moore was wondering if the

stranger had chosen this peculiarly appro-

priate moment to advance the claims of

something new in artificial teeth.

"Your daughter, Mr. Moore, has a very
remarkable constitution very remarkable"

Mr. Wyman emphasised the words, looking

keenly at Mr. Moore, as though to ascertain

what manner of man he was. "
I have been

watching her in church
;
she seems to me

to be in a remarkable condition now."

Mr. Moore waved his hand.

"My good sir, my daughter is a married

woman. I 've heard enough about her

peculiarities all her life, and I don't intend

to listen to anything more about them now.

If you want to offer any medical advice you
must address yourself to her husband. Mr.

eh eh Wyman, good-day !

"
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Mr. Moore had driven off before Mr.

Wyman was prepared with an answer to this

example of parental love and native courtesy.
" She certainly seems to me to be in a

queer state," Mr. Wyman told himself.
" But if her father doesn't care I suppose
it's no concern of mine. Nice specimen
of a father he seems to be !

"

III. THE ILL-USED HUSBAND

The breakfast went off as flatly as the

service had done. To begin with, the bride

never appeared till her father went to fetch

her. He had even to request her to remove

her wedding-dress, it having been arranged
that she was to breakfast in her travelling-

gown.
"

I 'm sure the poor dear 's not well," her

maid declared, with tears in her eyes.
" Bosh !

"
said the father.

" Don't talk stuff

and nonsense to me !

" Then he stormed

at his child.
"
Now, Bessie, take off those

trappings, and look alive and come down-

stairs."

She came downstairs, if she did not look

alive and she really didn't. The meal

reminded one painfully of funeral baked

meats or worse. Mr. Moore was in a

towering rage, the bridegroom ill at ease,
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and the guests felt that they had been, and

were continuing to be, snubbed and sat upon.
Under such circumstances it was a relief to

all parties when husband and wife were

gone.
"
Bessie," said Mr. Lonsdale when they

were in the carriage and The Laurels were

left behind, "at last we are left alone." He
felt that they were alone, very much alone,

when he perceived how passively she left

her hand in his. "Wife! sweetest name
to name a woman with ! sweetest word in

all the language !

" He intended to be

sentimental, and, in fact, tried hard to be,

but when one has to try failure is pre-

destined especially when one's wife is

sitting like a statue at one's side.
"
Wife,

won't you speak to me?" Apparently she

wouldn't. "
Say

' husband
'

once." Not she !

not even without the h ! "I really think

that this is rather hard."

He really thought it was. He had heard

of maiden modesty, but he felt that this was

carrying the thing too far she had been

introduced to him! However, you cannot

force a woman to speak any more than

you can compel her to silence when she once

has started conversation. So that was a

silent drive. The bridegroom sat in dudgeon
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near one door of the brougham, the bride

near the other.

When they reached the station Mr. Lons-

dale, getting out, offered his hand to his

wife, but she paid not the slightest attention

to his offer; she sat in stony silence, with

her eyes fixed on the coachman's back in

front of her.
" Bessie !

"
he said. She paid no heed.

' Bessie !

"
louder, but still she paid no

heed. " Good heavens ! are aren't you
well?"

A porter came up a big, muscular man.
"
Lady not well, sir ?

"

"
I I don't know," stammered Mr. Lons-

dale. He didn't.

"Are you not well, madam?"
At the sound of the porter's voice she

turned her head. She answered
"
Quite well, thank you."

It was a relief to hear her speak.
" But why," inquired her husband,

"couldn't you speak to me ?
"

" Let me help you out, madam," said the

porter. He helped her out.

"If you will show my wife to the train,

porter," remarked Mr. Lonsdale, who felt

that his position for a bridegroom who
had married for love ! was becoming a
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little peculiar,
"

I will go and get the

tickets."

When he had got the tickets and a supply
of literature, with which to beguile the

tedium of the way, for his prophetic soul

foresaw that there might be tedium, he

found his wife installed in a carriage, with

the porter on guard at the door. The porter,

being tipped, relieved his mind to a friend.

"It's my belief that young woman's

screwed, or else she's a bit wrong in the

upper story. And her chap's afraid of her.

A nice pair they're like to make."

The porter was wrong at least in one

particular, Mr. Lonsdale was certainly not

afraid of his wife. He proceeded to prove
it when the train had started.

"Bessie!" No answer. " Bessie!" Still

no answer. "
Bessie, I insist upon your

speaking to me!" He might insist, but

she didn't. Seating himself on the seat in

front of her, he proceeded to look at her

with the most severe expression of counte-

nance at his command.
"
Bessie, do you hear what I say ? I

insist upon your speaking to me." Insist-

ence being seemingly in vain, he tried

remonstrance. " Have I offended you ?
"

No reply.
" Has anyone offended you ?

"
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Silence still. She continued to look at the

cushioned carriage over his head with a

fixity of gaze which was positively madden-

ing. No one would have supposed from

her demeanour that she was conscious of

his presence.
" Look at me." But she

refused even to do that. So he addressed

her more in sorrow than in anger.
"
Bessie, your own conscience will tell

you if any conduct on my part justifies

such conduct on yours. I have noticed

throughout the morning that your behaviour,

to say the least of it, has not been that of

a bride. Heaven knows that I thought

your affections were mine, but if even at

the last moment you regretted your choice,

why didn't you mention it ?
"

She didn't say. Indeed, for all the notice

she appeared to take of what he said, he

might have been addressing a dummy. He
felt painfully the truth of this.

"
Very well,

Bessie, I perceive my conversation is un-

welcome. I will not say another word.

I bought some papers, anticipating that

something of this kind might happen. It

is well that I did. Would you like to look

at some ?
" He held out a handful. She

did not even condescend to refuse them.

"However, your way, not mine."
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He went his way, which was to the other

end of the carriage. There he pretended
to read his paper. But his heart was sore.

He felt himself ill-used. As he peeped
over the top of the sheets and noted how
still she sat, and the exquisite delicacy of

her almost ethereal beauty, so that she

seemed rather spiritual than material, he

felt that this state of things was more than

he could stand.

"Bessie!" he cried. "Bessie! Aren't

you well ? My darling, aren't you well ?

You know how I love you, that there is

nothing in the world I would not do to

make you happy. Don't look like that !

If I have done wrong, forgive me, wife !

wife !

"

He took her two hands in his
;
but when

he perceived how limp they were, and her

utter indifference to what he said, his in-

ability to discover the slightest clue which

would unriddle her behaviour filled him with

a sudden anger. He released her hands.

"Bessie, you are a wicked woman! I

have heard your father call you a wicked

daughter, but I never dreamed that you
could be a wicked wife until to-day."

He returned to his papers, and there was

silence. For she was no more moved by
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his heated words than by his protestations
of affection.

This agreeable state of things continued

until they stopped at a station. Someone

approached the carriage, looked through the

window, and then came in. He was a tall,

well-built gentleman, with shaven cheeks,

coal-black hair, and a pair of big, bold eyes.

Mr. Lonsdale told himself that the man was

an actor, or 'some "clowning fool"; but

when he saw the stranger seat himself right

in front of his wife he wished that he him-

self had not taken up a position at the other

end of the carriage. It looked too much
as though there was no connection between

himself and the pretty girl in the other

corner, who was so near, and yet so far

away ! Mr. Lonsdale wished this still more
when he saw the curious, not to say im-

pudent way in which the stranger was

focussing his opposite neighbour. But

there was more to follow. The man had

a couple of illustrated journals in his

hand.
"
May I offer you a paper ?

"
he said to

the bride of the morning.
"Thank you, I should like a paper."
He gave her one ! Mr. Lonsdale felt

that it was time to interfere.
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"
I thought, my dear, you didn't care for

reading."
He bustled up with a quire of papers in

his hand. To his advent she paid not the

slightest heed. A chill went down his back

as he perceived her cold indifference. He sat

by her side mumchance. The stranger stared

at him with a Who-the-deuce-are-you,-sir ?

kind of air. Presently the fellow spoke again.

"Charming country, is it not?"
"
Charming."

" Do you know it at all ?
"

" Not at all."

Mr. Lonsdale felt that, at all hazards, he

must join in the dialogue.
" But you'll know it better soon, won't you,

Bessie ?
"

Not a word from his wife. Not even a

sign that she heard. The stranger stared at

him with the Who-the-deuce-are-you,-sir ?

kind of air much more pronounced.
" Some nice people about here."
" Yes."
"

I thought you didn't know any of them."
" No."
" Or I should have seen you."
"Yes."
"
Among the nice people."

The fellow was actually paying his wife
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compliments before his face. Mr. Lonsdale

smiled acidly.
" My dear Bessie, perhaps this gentleman

thinks that you are travelling alone."

Still not a word from his wife ! The

stranger gave expression to his Who-the-

deuce-are-you,-sir ? kind of air.

"
Is this gentleman a friend of yours ?

"

" No."

Mr. Lonsdale could scarcely believe his

ears.
" Do you know him ?

"

" Not at all."

Her husband gasped.
" Bessie !

"
he cried.

The lady did not even so much as turn

her head his way. The stranger improved
the occasion.

" There are a large number of queer
characters who travel upon this line, princi-

pally bagmen, and such like, or worse, who
make a point of entering a carriage which

contains an unprotected woman, with the

intention of offering her annoyance."

Although the words were addressed to the

lady, the speaker's eyes were fixed on Mr.

Lonsdale. Choking back his indignation,

that gentleman thrust his hand into the

breast pocket of his coat.
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" Allow me, sir, to offer you my card."
"

I don't want your card." The stranger
waved it away.

" But I insist upon your taking it and my
wife's card. This, sir, is my wife."

" Your wife ?
" The stranger seemed

tickled at this. "That's pretty good." He
turned to the lady.

" He says you 're his

wife. Of course it 's a lie ?
"

" Of course."

The stranger looked at her curiously as

she said this. He seemed struck by some-

thing peculiar in her appearance.
"

I don't think that you are quite well
;

I

am afraid this fellow has been frightening

you. Never mind him. You should show

a bold front to this sort of person. They
soon put their tails between their legs. We
shall stop at another station in a minute or

two, then I '11 see you into another carriage."

Flesh and blood could not stand this. Mr.

Lonsdale sprang up with a yell.
" Confound you ! I '11 wring your neck !

"

"You ass! Sit down, sir! You shall

have an opportunity to wring my neck when
this lady has gone. Then I shall have a word

or two to say to you on my own account."

Mr. Lonsdale wiped his brow. He took

off his glasses and wiped them too.
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" Bessie !

"
he cried

;

"
Bessie, speak to

me! Are you mad?" In his distress and

perplexity he even descended to an explana-
tion with the stranger.

"
Sir, this lady is

my wife. We were married not two hours

ago ;
we are on our honeymoon, and since

we left the church door she has not spoken
to me a single word !

"

Mr. Lonsdale actually broke into sobs.

The stranger significantly nodded his head.
"

I suppose the man 's a lunatic."
"

I suppose he is," said the "
lunatic's

"

wife.
" Never mind ! This is the station. I

will see you into another carriage here."

The train was drawing up at the platform.

Mr. Lonsdale caught his wife by the arm.
" Bessie ! What are you going to do ?

"

" How dare you! you impudent scoundrel !

"

Mr. Lonsdale suddenly found himself hurled

with considerable violence to the other end

of the carriage.
" Porter !

"
Putting his

head through the window, the stranger

summoned a porter. "This man has been

annoying this lady. Just look after him

while I see her into another carriage."
" She's my wife !

"
screamed Mr. Lonsdale.

The guard of the train came up.
" Do you know this person, madam ?

" He
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alluded to her husband. The lady said never

a word. The stranger came to her aid.

"He has nearly frightened her out of her

senses. I should judge, from his behaviour,

that the man 's a lunatic. A sane person
would scarcely behave in the way he has

done." He spoke to the lady :

" The man 's

a perfect stranger to you, is he not ?
"

" A perfect stranger."
" She 's my wife !

"
screamed Mr. Lons-

dale.
"

I swear she is."

"
Come, that won't do," said the guard.

"
I saw the lady get into the carriage by

herself, and you only got in just before the

train was starting."

This comes of allowing a porter to escort

your wife to a carriage ! The consequences
were, that just when Mr. Moore, at The

Laurels, congratulating himself on having

got rid of a troublesome daughter, was

thinking of departing westwards to dine,

there came a fatal telegram. He tore it

open with a grin.
"

I suppose they 've wired to say that they
have arrived safely at their journey's end,

or some tomfoolery or other. As though I

cared!"

The message which the yellow envelope
contained was this :
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" Come down at once. My wife has gone

off with another man. William Lonsdale."

Of this telegram Mr. Moore could not

make head or tail. It was dated from a little

roadside station some sixty or seventy miles

along the line.

"
I suppose it 's a joke. A pretty sort of

joke! 'Comedown at once.' Yes, I think

that's very likely. Without my dinner. I

daresay.
' My wife has gone off with

another man.' What, Bessie? No doubt!

Why, there isn't enough of the devil in her

to do such a thing. And on her honeymoon !

She 's done some funny things, has that

young woman, but that would be the funniest

of all. I '11 catch myself going down at once

if she 's gone off with fifty men. I '11 send a

wire to see who this telegram has come from,

then I '11 have something fit for a Christian

to eat. It will be the first decent meal I Ve
had since the girl was born."

In the meantime, something a little

singular had happened to Mr. Wyman.
He was going along the street quite a

natural action, be it observed when he

encountered an acquaintance. No less a

person than Dr. Pilbeam. Pilbeam's ob-

streperous scepticism on the subject of the

recent developments in the direction of
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hypnotism has made him quite a topic of

the day. Mr. Wyman stopped him with a

smile.
"
Well, Pilbeam, are you satisfied ?

"

"
Quite."

"
I thought you would be."

"
I thought I should be too."

There was something in Pilbeam's manner
which the other did not understand, even a

dryness which he did not relish.

"I thought you would have waited till I

came myself to remove the suggestion."
" To remove what ?

"

"The suggestion."
"
Hardly necessary, was it ? since the

suggestion never came !

"

Mr. Wyman started.
" Pilbeam ! What do you mean ? You

don't mean to say that when Miss Carr

read my note she did not at once pass into

a state of hypnotic trance ? I can scarcely

credit it. There must have been some
blunder."

"
I don't know, Mr. Wyman, if you have

been having a little joke at our expense."
"A joke! Pilbeam!"
"

I can only say that I, in company with

half a dozen men, have been kicking our

heels for the best part of the day in the

house of a young woman of the name of
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Carr, waiting to see the latest wonder

hypnotism by suggestion, but somehow the

suggestion never came."
" But I sent the note !

"

" Did you ? In that case you had better

inquire where it went to. It never came to

us."

Dr. Pilbeam nodded his head, and

walked away, more sceptical than ever!

Mr. Wyman tore home at a pace which

the seven -leagued boots never could have

equalled. Arrived there, he rang a peal,

which brought the boy in buttons on the

scene as though he had discharged an

electric gun.
" You young rascal ! Why didn't you

deliver that note I gave you ?
"

"
I did, sir."

"You young liar!" Mr. Wyman actually

clutched the wretched buttons by the throat.
" What have you done with it ?

"

"
Please, sir, I took it, sir, to the address,

sir, what was on the envelope, sir. Miss

Moore, The Laurels, Richmond Road, sir."

"What!"
Mr. Wyman started back. He was

aghast, as well he might be !.

"
Please, sir, it was wrote upon the en-

velope !

"
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" What was on the envelope ?
"

" Miss Moore, sir, The Laurels, sir, Rich-

mond Road, sir."

" Are you quite sure ?
"

"
Please, sir, quite, sir! And I took it,

sir! And I told the young woman, sir,

what opened the door, sir, to give it to the

lady at once, sir. I 'm sure I did !

"

The boy began to blubber, his master's

manner was really such a strange one.
" And she gave it her ! That explains

it!" This remark was addressed to vacancy,
and not to the boy.

" You you can go !

"

This was to the boy. "No, stay ! No, you
can do no good you Ve made enough mess

of it already get outside !

"

Buttons went outside. Mr. Wyman was

left alone to face the situation.
" That explains it ! Good heavens, what

an ass I Ve been ! All those fellows waiting
at Miss Carr's, and I sent the suggestion
to Miss Moore ! It was all through that

confounded Turner. We were talking about

the thing, and I was telling him about Miss

Moore, and I must have addressed the

envelope to her without noticing what it

was that I was doing. Such things do

happen, but they never happened to me
before, and I '11 take care they never do
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again. But !" He sank into a chair

as though struck by a sudden shock. "
By

George, I believe it acted ! The sugges-
tion took effect upon Miss Moore! Great

Caesar !

" He started up with a very curious

look upon his face.
"

I '11 stake my life it

did ! Her behaviour in the church at the

wedding I couldn't make it out ! She was

married in a state of hypnotic trance !

"
Mr.

Wyman stood in the centre of the room in

a state of semi-stupor.
" The thing is in-

conceivable, but, by Jove, I do believe it's

true ! But !

" The whole beauty of the

situation came rushing on him all at once.
"
But, if she was married in a state of

hypnotic trance, then she 's in it still !

Great Great Jupiter ! What what shall I

do ? It it strikes me that I had better go
and see."

Mr. Moore was just going down the steps

at The Laurels when a cab tore up, and a

man sprang out of it as though he were

springing for his life.

"Mr. Moore! Thank heaven!"

Mr. Moore stared at the new-comer,

gradually recognising in him the "
Surgeon-

Dentist" who had spoken to him outside

the church in the morning.

"Well, sir, 'Thank heaven!' 7 shall
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thank heaven if you will allow me, sir, to

go and dine."
"
But, Mr. Moore your daughter!"

"Confound my daughter! And I should

like to know what interest you take in my
daughter's movements, Mr. Mr. What's-

Your-Name? "

"
Is she inside ?"

" Inside ? Not if I know it ! She 's got
a home of her own to go to, thank the

Lord !

"

" But where is she ?
"

"What on earth, sir, has that to do with

you ? You 're a stranger to me !

"

" But this is a serious matter, Mr. Moore.

Will you allow me to say a word inside ?
"

"
Oh, come along ! come along ! I 'm

starving ;
I haven't had a meal for days,

but of course that's not of the slightest

consequence to anyone, and least of all

to me." As he was speaking Mr. Moore
led the way into the house. " That girl 's

been a trouble to me ever since the day
she was born. I Ve always said she would

drive me into my grave, and so she will.

It's not ten minutes since I had a tele-

gram
"

" A telegram ! You Ve had a telegram ?"
" Do you know about it then ?

"
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"

I ! How should I ? But if, as I sus-

pect, it concerns your daughter, if you
will acquaint me with its contents, I

think, Mr. Moore, that it will expedite an

explanation."
"
Oh, if it will do that I shall be delighted !

An expeditious explanation is just what I

am waiting for. Besides, it's a sort of

telegram which a father would be proud
to show to any man."

Mr. Moore handed Mr. Wyman the mes-

sage. Mr. Wyman read it aloud.
" ' Come down at once. My wife has

gone off with another man.' It's just what

I expected."
"
Just what you expected ! Hang it, this

is charming! Do you mean that you took

it for granted that a daughter of mine would

show her husband a clean pair of heels on

her wedding-day ? A nice sort of family

you must think we are !

"

" Mr. Moore, do you remember my speak-

ing to you outside the church door with

reference to your daughter? Did you not

yourself notice something peculiar in her

manner ?
"

"If it comes to that, I never noticed any-

thing about her that wasn't peculiar. I tell

you again and again what I tell everybody,



BY SUGGESTION 183

that that girl has been the plague of my life

ever since the day she was born."
" Did your daughter receive a note this

morning ?
"

" How on earth am I to know ? Do you

suppose that I spy on her correspondence ?
"

"
Perhaps you would inquire."

Mr. Moore went into the hall and shouted

up the stairs
" Barnes ! Barnes !

"

Barnes appeared.
" Did Bessie have a note this morning ?

"

"
Yes, sir

;
I Ve got it in my pocket now.

She left it behind."
" Then bring it in here."

Barnes entered the room, and handed the

note to Mr. Moore.
" And when the poor dear looked at it she

seemed to go off quite queer."
" She did, did she ? Why couldn't you

tell me that before? But you can expect

nothing but deceit from a pack of servants !

Perhaps you can make something of this
;

I

can't."

Mr. Moore passed the note to Mr. Wyman.
Recognising his own hieroglyphics he ad-

dressed himself to Barnes.

"You say that when the young lady re-

ceived this note what happened ?
"
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"Well, sir, she went off into a sort of

faint she seemed quite strange."
"And then?"
"
Well, sir, she didn't pay any more atten-

tion to what I said than if she was dead.

The only person she took any notice of was

her pa."
" That will do. You can go."

Barnes went.

Mr. Wyman turned to Mr. Moore.
"

I am sorry to have to tell you, Mr.

Moore, that your daughter was married in

a state of hypnotic trance."

"In a what?"
" In a state of hypnotic trance. But per-

haps you will allow me to explain ?
"

"
I should be glad if somebody would

before I go stark mad!"
"

I am a dentist, Mr. Moore. Some time

ago your daughter came to me half beside

herself with neuralgia."
" She has suffered from it ever since she

was a child that among other things. I

believe she has suffered from every mortal

malady or she says she has."
" So she informed me. I told her that

under those circumstances a remedy would

be hard to find, but one I did suggest

hypnotism."
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"
Hypnotism ! Isn't that the new-fangled

word for mesmerism ?
"

"
Precisely. I told her it might effect a

cure. At her own urgent request re-

member, Mr. Moore, she was half beside

herself with pain, and talked about suicide,

and all sorts of things I hypnotised her

there and then."
" The devil you did !

"

" The neuralgia disappeared, but its dis-

appearance was only temporary. It returned,

and on its return she came again."
" She never said a word to me about all

this."

"
I daresay not. I hypnotised her again

and again, the neuralgia recurring each time

less acutely than before, until finally it dis-

appeared entirely. And this is where the

curious part of the tale comes in."

"Well, I don't know! I should have

thought that the curious part had come

already !

"

"It has been discovered quite recently
that it is possible, in certain cases, to in-

duce the hypnotic trance by what is called

suggestion. The operator, by writing a

few words upon a sheet of paper, and

taking care that that sheet is delivered to

the subject, can at once throw, even while
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he is himself at a distance, the subject into

a state of trance."
" Good heavens !

"

"The existence of this power has been

doubted, and to prove that it actually does

exist I had arranged that this morning a

series of illustrative experiments should take

place in the presence of a certain number
of medical men. The subject chosen was

a young lady of the name of Carr. As
I was penning the note which was to convey
the suggestion I was talking over the whole

matter with a friend. Incidentally I men-

tioned the case of Miss Moore. I suppose
that it was owing to that that in a fit of

absence of mind I wrote her name and

address upon the envelope. Anyhow, I did

so, and in consequence the suggestion was

conveyed to her."
"
Well, I 'm well, I'm !

"

Apparently

adjectives failed Mr. Moore, for he got no

further. "And is that the note of suggestion
which you hold in your hand ?

"

"
It is."

"And do you mean to say that my
daughter was mesmerised by the mere sight

of it?"

"I do."

"But I thought that people when they were
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mesmerised became insensible. She seemed

sensible enough to me."

"As a rule a hypnotic subject can be

influenced by the operator only, but your

daughter's is a peculiar case
;
she is super-

sensitive. I think it possible that she might
be influenced by anybody in whom the

hypnotic power was either latent or de-

veloped. I have no doubt that it is latent

in you."
"In me!"
"In you. From what the servant has

said, with reference to your daughter only

taking notice of her father, I have no doubt

that it exists in you. It is more common
than people are as yet aware. Indeed, you

may say broadly that all strong-minded and

strong-bodied people possess hypnotic power
more or less."

"It seems to me that I am learning some-

thing even if I am destined to starve, and

it appears I am !

"

" On the other hand, to people in whom
that power did not exist, even in the germ,
she would, to all intents and purposes, be

dead; to her, so to speak, they would be

simple negations. For instance, perhaps it

does not exist in the gentleman whom she

has married."



i88 MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

"In Lonsdale ? I shouldn't think that he

had any power of any kind."

"In that case he has found her unmanage-
able, and she has fallen under the influence

of someone who, to judge from the telegram,
has used her for purposes of his own. We
must go down at once, as the sender of the

telegram requests."
" What ! Without my dinner ! Don't I

tell you that I haven't had a meal for

weeks !

"

" You can eat something as we go. Or I

can go without you. Expedition is of vital

importance. I don't wish to unnecessarily
alarm you, but the misadventure which has

begun with something like a farce may
result in something like a tragedy."

Mr. Moore groaned and went. As the

travellers reached their destination, and the

train began to slow, Mr. Moore put his head

out of the carriage window. As he did

so, he gave an exclamation suggestive of

surprise.

"Hollo! There she is!"

Mr. Wyman sprang to his side.
" Who ? Your daughter ?

"

"My daughter! And Lonsdale too!"

Mr. Moore returned into the carriage.
"

Is

this a joke of yours? Is it a confounded
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hoax ? Is all that stuff you have been

telling me a pack of lies? If it is
"

Mr. Moore did not say what would

happen if it were, but his inflamed coun-

tenance meant volumes. In silence Mr.

Wyman took up the position his companion
had just quitted that is, he put his head

out of the window. On the opposite plat-

form of the station a nice little scene was

being acted. A tall, slender, and exceed-

ingly pretty girl was locked in the embrace

of a short, plump, spectacled young man,
and they were saluting each other with a

total disregard of anything in the way of

false shame, which is not generally recog-
nised as a common feature of English
manners as they are to be seen in public.

By their side stood a tall, dark gentleman,
who was observing their proceedings with

what seemed to be a smile of approbation.
Mr. Wyman, as he beheld these things,

could scarcely believe his eyes.
"

It it is your daughter, and and she

seems quite well."
" Seems quite well ! She is quite well !

I '11 be even with some of you for this !

"

And the enraged father leaped out of

the train and hastened to the opposite plat-

form with an agility which did credit both



190 MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

to his years and size. His appearance on

the scene produced another little tableau.

The young lady, releasing the young gentle-

man, ran towards him with a cry.
"
Papa !

"
she cried.

"
Papa !

"

But the fond parent repulsed her with an

air of violence which must have been a

shock to her feelings, and to the feelings

of the lookers-on of whom, by the way,
there was quite a gathering.

" Now don't give me any of your non-

sense ! You 've made sufficient exhibition

of yourself, without making an exhibition

of me."

Mr. Moore turned on his daughter's hus-

band with a roar. "What do you mean

by sending me that telegram, you you

you
"

Once more Mr. Moore was at a loss for

"language." The bridegroom, mopping his

brow with his handkerchief, poured forth a

flood of eloquence with which to appease his

father-in-law.
"

I have gone through a series of experi-

ences to-day which, if they hadn't happened
to me, I should never have thought could

have happened. My wife ran away with

another man "

"
Oh, William, don't say that !

" And the
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bride smiled a beautiful smile to the bride-

groom of an hour.

"Well, I won't, but but but I don't

know what I shall say if I don't. I don't

understand it yet, but it appears that if it

hadn't been for the gentleman she ran away
with

"

" William!"
"

I was only going to say that so far as I

understand at present, if it hadn't been for

him I might never have seen you again
never ! never !

"

Mr. Wyman's interposition cut short the

harassed bridegroom's confession of bewil-

derment.
"

I think I have an inkling of the riddle."

He turned to the tall, dark gentleman who
still stood beaming in a benevolent kind of

way.
"

I think you and I have met before."

"You are Mr. Wyman," said the stranger.
" And you are Mr. Christopher. You

assisted in the experiments in hypnotism
which recently took place in the hospital of

La Salpetriere in Paris. I was struck with

some of the results which you produced."
" You are very kind. I remember to have

had the pleasure of seeing you there."
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IV. THE PENITENT WIFE

They dined at the Station Hotel. When
Mr. Moore's appetite was somewhat appeased,
Mr. Christopher made a personal explanation.

"
I have played a somewhat ambiguous

part to-day I have run away with another

man's wife. I must ask the lady's pardon,
and I think it will be allowed that it is only

right that I should ask the gentleman's too.

May I do so in all due form ? But this I

would say, that no sooner had the elope-

ment begun" here there was a twinkle in

the speaker's eyes
" than I perceived that

there was something wrong. When I found

myself alone in the carriage with the lady,

it dawned upon me more and more that in

her manner there was something very strange.

All at once it came upon me, like a flash of

lightning, that she was in a hypnotic trance.

I cannot tell you how startled I was by the

discovery. I do not know that I need be

ashamed to own that for a moment it took

away my presence of mind. How did she

come into such a state ? Was it possible

for me to remove the influence of another ?

I tried, and well, I succeeded. She be-

came her own proper self again. She cried,
' Where am I ? Who are you ?

'

I answered
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all her questions as I could, but I trust and

I know that my pious aspiration will be

echoed by more than one! that I may
never find myself in so equivocal a situa-

tion again. At the next station we alighted.

There being no train due which would en-

able us to retrace our steps for some little

time, I telegraphed to the injured husband a

confession that I had, unconsciously, been

guilty of a crime."
"

I shall never forget my feelings," ex-

claimed the blushing bride for she now was

blushing "when I found myself, in a rail-

way carriage, alone with a a stranger."
" And I never shall forget mine," observed

the bridegroom,
" when I received that tele-

gram. They had locked me in the waiting-

room, and set a man on guard to see that I

didn't do myself a mischief. But when that

wire came, I took the change out of them,
I can tell you."
"And to think," cried the lady, "that

I should have been married, and known

nothing about it all the time." She turned

to Mr. Wyman,
"

I do think it was a little

hard."

"It was a little hard," he owned.

It was !



VI.

A SILENT WITNESS

I. THE LIVING DEATH

I DOUBT if a more terrible thing ever hap-

pened to any man than that which happened
to me in the autumn of 1883. The memory
of it all is with me now as though it were

but yesterday. And sometimes I wake

shrieking in my dreams, and lie awake all

night, oppressed with a great agony of fear.

I was a clerk in Burton's Bank at Exeter.

For some days I had been queer and out of

sorts. More than once I had been conscious

of what seemed to me a sudden numbness

of the limbs. For instance, on two separate
occasions I had been incapable of rising

from my office - stool. My wife and fellow-

clerks noticed that I did not seem to be

in my usual health, and my wife in par-

ticular had been urgent in entreating me to

take my annual holiday without delay. But

I had some complicated accounts to balance

which I was unwilling to leave undone. And

194
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that more especially since they had given
me an infinitude of trouble, the sought-for
balance being exactly the thing I could not

get.

It was the evening of September I4th.

It was a Friday. I had decided at the last

moment to remain at the bank after the rest

had gone, for I had arranged that if I could

get the accounts all right I would start for

Penzance on the following morning with my
wife. God alone knows how I yearned for

a sight of the sea !

It had been a hot day, that Friday a

terribly hot day and all day long I had

been conscious not only of a curious un-

willingness, but of an absolute incapacity,

to move. In some extraordinary way my
limbs seemed in a measure to have passed
from my control. I suppose it was past six

o'clock. I was all alone in the bank
;
the

rest of the establishment had left a good
hour ago. I was leaning forward on my
desk, racking my brains to think where the

error could be, when shall I ever forget

it ? in an instant in a flash of lightning
I became conscious of a singular sensation

which was stealing over me. It was just as

though some malevolent spirit had woven
a spell and deprived me of the power of
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motion. I was spell-bound, rooted to my
seat, as helpless as though I had been struck

by the hand of death.

The strangest part of it was that while in

that sudden, awful visitation I had lost the

use of my limbs, I had preserved my facul-

ties intact. I could see straight in front,

that is for not only could I not turn my
head a hair's-breadth to either side, not only
could I not even close my eyes, but I could

not even change the direction of my glance.
I could only look straight in front of me
with what I felt instinctively must be a fixed,

horrible, glassy stare. But what there was

in front of me, that I could plainly see. And
I could hear. Indeed, my hearing seemed to

be unnaturally keen. For instance, Burton's

Bank is in the Cathedral Yard. Not only
could I hear every footstep which passed
even on the other side of the Cathedral

no slight distance for the sound of a foot

to travel but I could hear the traffic that

went up and down Fore Street Hill, and

over the bridge, right away to St. Thomas'

on the other side. And worse for God
knows that in the horror of all that followed

it was of a surety the worst of all ! I could

think. My brain, like my hearing, seemed

to have become phenomenally clear. Instan-
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taneously I knew what had come upon me.

It was catalepsy. I was in a cataleptic fit !

I felt no pain physical pain, at least. In

that sense I was like a man whose physical
side is dead, but whose mind still lives.

And as I sat there hour after hour, dead,

my agony of mind rose to such a climax

that I cannot but think that it transcended

whatever agony of body the most morbid

imagination has at any time described.

It became dark so dark that my eyes
became useless for any purposes of sight,

and yet they would not shut. It became

silent, too the intense silence of the night.

But all at once, when the night was stillest,

a sound struck on my ears a peculiar sound,

as of someone who walked with muffled

steps. And then could it be? Yes! A
window was being opened close at hand.

I cannot doubt but that the only thing
which had kept me from promptly falling

on to the floor when the fit had first taken

me, was the fact that I was leaning so for-

ward that the greater part of my weight was

on the desk. So, leaning forward on the

desk, I stayed. Just in front of me was a

glass partition, on the other side of which

was the inner office, in which the safe was

kept. It was the window of this inner office
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which was being opened now. By what I

cannot but suppose was a providential acci-

dent, since I could not alter the direction of

my glance, the safe was right in my line

of sight ;
and so, although I could not im-

mediately see who it was that entered,

directly the mysterious intruder came be-

tween myself and the safe I could see him

plainly.

At first all was dark. Then a light was

struck, and someone, bearing a shaded

lantern in his hand, appeared in my line

of sight.

It was Philip Morris, our head cashier,

and practically the manager of the bank!

I shall never forget my unutterable amaze-

ment when I perceived that it was he.

What could bring him there at such an

hour, in such a way? He wore a light

dust coat which was unbuttoned down the

front, so that I could see his dress-clothes

beneath and the diamonds gleaming in his

shirt.

He carried a small leather bag in his

hand. He took a bunch of keys from

his pocket ;
with these he unlocked the safe.

From it he took a quantity of notes I could

hear them rustle and several bags of gold,

which jingled as he dropped them in his bag.
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Then he turned right round, so that I saw

him full in the face.

"If Wheeler could only see me now!"
I should mention that my name is

Wheeler Richard Wheeler. The allusion

was to me. "
I guess he would soon un-

riddle the mystery of his accounts. Well,

the game is up, I suppose ;
I have had

my fling, even if the result is penal servi-

tude for life. I flatter myself that few

men would have had the dexterity to

carry it on so long."
He came a few steps forward, the lantern

in his hand, and suddenly stopped short.

His eyes were fixed on the glass partition.

On his face there was an expression of the

most awful ghastly fear. His lips seemed

parched ;
he gasped for breath. For a

moment I thought he would be seized with

a convulsion, but he had sufficient control

over himself to ward off that. He spoke
at last, and his voice was like the voice of

a strangled man.

"Wheeler! Wheeler! Is it you? For

God's sake, don't look like that ! Your eyes
are horrible !

"

He covered his own eyes with his hand
;

I could see him shudder. Then he looked

again ;
his mood was changed. With quick,
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firm steps he advanced to the partition door,

and entered the office in which I was.
"

I suppose you think you have caught
me ?

"
he cried.

"
I congratulate you upon

your cleverness
;

but perhaps, my friend,

you have caught more than you think."

Suddenly he seemed struck by my im-

mobility. He came a step nearer.

"Why do you sit there like a wooden

block, you hypocritical old fool ? Do you
hear? Can't you speak? You think you
have trapped me very neatly, eh ?

"

He paused, he came a step nearer.
" Can't you speak, you fool ? Wheeler !

Wheeler!"

He laid his hand upon my shoulder
;
he

shone the lantern in my face. Suddenly he

gave the most dreadful shriek that ever yet
I heard.

" My God !

"
he cried,

" he 's dead !

"

In his sudden fear the lantern fell from

his hand with a crash. He gave me a push
which sent me flying head-foremost to the

floor. And where I fell, there, like a dead

man, I lay.
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II. THE CONSCIOUS CORPSE

I lay on my own bed in my own room.

Oh ! what had I ever done to deserve the

agony which I endured then ? There was

my wife on her knees beside the bed
;
there

was a candle which flickered on the chest of

drawers, although daylight already streamed

into the room ;
and there was I, wrapped in

the garments which enfold the dead. How
my wife wept ! How she mourned in the

sudden anguish of her woe ! Now she

called on God for mercy and for strength,
and now she got upon the bed and pillowed
her head upon my breast, or bedewed my
face with her kisses and her tears.

" Richard !

"
she cried.

" Richard ! After

all these years! My own! My dear!"

And then she wept as though her heart

would break. Who shall conceive my agony
as I lay there ?

A little later there was this scene. Five

men came into the room. There was Dr.

Leverson, my old medical attendant
;
Wil-

frid Burton, the banker, whom, man and

boy, I had served for thirty years ;
Mr.

Fellowes, the lawyer to the bank
; Philip
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Morris, that accursed thief; and Captain

Philipson, the chief of the county police.

It was Mr. Burton who spoke first. His

voice was dry and cold very different to

the kindly, pleasant voice I knew so well.
" Before we go any further, I suppose,

Dr. Leverson, there is no doubt that this

wretched man is dead ? That you certify ?

No autopsy necessary, or anything of that

sort ?
"

Dr. Leverson smiled a superior smile.
" Richard Wheeler is certainly dead. I

have the certificate of death in my pocket.
The funeral is already arranged. He died

from valvular disease of the heart a disease

of whose presence I have long been aware."

My brain reeled as I listened to the glib an-

nouncement. " Doubtless his death was ac-

celerated at the last by a sudden shock."

"God," said Mr. Burton, with a solemnity
the unconscious irony of which was hideous,

"saw fit to strike down the criminal at the

moment of his crime."

I wondered what Philip Morris looked

like as he heard the words. This time he

was out of my line of sight.

"And now," continued Mr. Burton, "to

proceed to the business which has brought
us here. I need not point out to you,
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Dr. Leverson, that all that passes here is in

the strictest confidence." I presume that

the doctor bowed his head. "The bank

has been the victim of
"

the speaker's
voice trembled, and I felt that my wife

covered her face with her hands "of the

most terrible dishonesty. To what extent

the affair has gone I have not yet had time

to ascertain, but I fear that we have been

robbed to the extent of at least a hundred

thousand pounds."
A hundred thousand pounds ! My God !

No wonder I could not get the accounts to

balance ! That villain had robbed us of a

hundred thousand pounds at least, and I lay

speechless there.
" Mr. Morris will repeat the statement

which he has already made to me. You,
Mr. Fellowes, will kindly take it down, and

we will have it attested in the presence of

Captain Philipson. Mrs. Wheeler, you need

not stop ;
it will only be painful to your

feelings. Indeed, I think you had better

go away."
"
Sir," said my dear wife oh, how her

dear voice rang through my brain !

" what-

ever Mr. Morris may have to say, I never

shall believe that my dear husband was a

thief. I have known him to be a true
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husband and a God-fearing man for nearly

thirty years."
"
Ah, Mrs. Wheeler, how appearances

may deceive. I had to the full as much
confidence in him as you. Before you think

that I misjudge him, hear what Mr. Morris

has to say."

Philip Morris began his tale. It flashed

upon me in an instant that he had availed

himself of my supposed decease to fasten

his guilt upon my head. But I had never

imagined that anyone in his circumstances

could have carried the matter through with

so easy an air. There was even an affecta-

tion of pathos in his tones as he filled in the

details of his horrid lie.

"
I had been spending the evening at Mr.

Fisher's
"

Mr. Fisher was one of the minor

canons, a bachelor, who was reputed to have

a taste for whist and for hours which were,

perhaps, a little uncanonical. "
I was return-

ing home, when, on passing the bank, I

noticed that there seemed to be a light in

the office in which the safe is kept. The

window, as you know, is but a few feet from

the ground. I have often pointed out how

easy it would be for a thief to get in that

way."
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"
I know you have ! I know you have !

"

said Mr. Burton.

The hypocrite went on :

" To my surprise I found it was unlatched.

I opened it. Whoever was within was too

much absorbed in his occupation to notice

what I did. I looked through the open
window and saw that someone was in the

inner office, but who it was I could not at

first perceive. I climbed through the window
and went in. Directly I entered the man
looked up ;

it was Richard Wheeler. When
he saw me he gave the most awful scream I

think I ever heard, and fell down dead.

So soon as I had recovered from my be-

wilderment, I went to the window and called

for help. A constable who heard me came
to my assistance. Together we examined

the room. That is all I have to say. I only
wish that I had not to say so much."

" But there is more that must be said,"

Mr. Burton took up the strain. "In the

grate were found the half-consumed frag-

ments of the accounts, which, if they had

been suffered to continue in existence, would

inevitably have betrayed the dead man's

crime. The safe was found wide open it

is still a mystery how he contrived to open
it ransacked of all the chief valuables it
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contained. On his desk was found a bag

containing five hundred pounds in gold, and

in his pockets notes for a thousand pounds.
But notes and gold to the value of ten

thousand pounds, and securities to a very

large amount, are gone. We have still

to find out where. I am sorry to tell you,
Mrs. Wheeler, that to search this house

is one of the purposes which has brought
us here."

"
Sir," said my dear wife,

"
you need make

no apology. You are welcome to search the

house from attic to basement. You will find

nothing that was not righteously my dear

husband's own."
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III. THE COFFIN BREAKS

FOR five days I lay there dead. Words
cannot describe the agony I endured. Con-

ceive it if you can. Picture yourself in my
position ;

conceive what you would suffer

then. Far better had I indeed been dead.

On the second day they came and

measured me for my coffin. Think of it

a living man! On the fourth day they

brought it home, and I was placed within.

There were two of them that brought it, and

as they placed me in that narrow box they
cracked their little jest.

" A tight fit, isn't he ?" said one.

"Ah," replied his fellow, "they'd have

given him as tight a fit if he had lived ;
four

good strong walls for life."

"Who'd ever have thought old Dick
Wheeler would have done a bit upon the

cross ?
"

"
Well," again replied his fellow how I

loathed that man !

"
I would for one. I

never knew a psalm-singer yet that wasn't a

robber and a thief."

When that choice pair had gone, my wife

came in and looked at me as I lay in my
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last bed. She had a wreath in her hand,

which she placed upon my breast, and a

white rose, which betokened innocence,

which she placed within the wreath. She

stooped and kissed me on the brow; and

as she did so she burst into a flood of

tears.

"Oh, God!" she cried, "show that my
dear husband was not a thief!"

The next day, the fifth, they came and

screwed me down. Imagine that! I learnt

from what they said that they feared that

if, in that hot weather, I was left for a

longer time exposed, decomposition would

set in. When they had already placed the

lid upon my coffin, my wife came running
in. I learnt that they had come in her

absence to shut me for ever from her sight.

They imagined that if she were there she

might object to what they did. Her

appearance disconcerted them. She made
them immediately remove the lid, and

bade them withdraw from the room, so

that she might have final solitary commu-
nion with her dead.

She knelt down by the side of my coffin

and prayed. She expressed the most pro-

found belief in the innocence of the man
who had been her husband for nearly thirty
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years, and she besought the Most High that

He would expound that innocence, and

make it clear to man. Then she stood

up and kissed me on the lips kissed me
a last good-bye !

Then she left me, to the full as broken-

hearted as she herself, and the undertaker's

men returned and screwed me down. They
put the lid upon my coffin, and shut from

me the blessed light ;
for no one had closed

my eyes. They had tried to, but the lids

would not come down. I could hear the

traffickers in death laughing and jesting
as they drove the screws well home. When
they had done their work, and gone, I was a

prisoner indeed.

How long I remained in that box screwed

down I never knew. It seemed to me a

hundred years. A dreadful thought came
to me, not once but again and again, with

recurring force. Suppose that I indeed was

dead ? Who knows the mysteries of death ?

Is it not conceivable that when the body
dies, the mind, which has such a mysterious

affinity with the soul, may live ? If I were

dead, and my shame should live ! Was it

possible that through the long cycle of the

years, the aeons, which were still to come,

my mind should be alive and I be dead ?
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... It is not strange that my pen should

tremble as I recall the thoughts which

racked me then.

Racked me with such intensity that, even

in my state of death, I feared I should go
mad. And then ? What then ? Mad

through the aeons in the womb of time!

Even dead, I thought my brain would burst.

I tried to scream. I struggled as with the

issues of life and death for the power to

give expression to the great agony of my
fear and pain.

And then ? What happened then ? To
this hour I cannot precisely say. I know
that while, mentally, I struggled with in-

conceivable eagerness to cry out, I suddenly
awoke. I know no other word to use. I

knew I was alive. Alive, and prisoned in

that box! And I do believe that for the

first few moments of my resurrection what

was it else? I actually was mad. I had

a madman's strength, at any rate. I

struggled like a madman, too struggled
to be free and with such strength that I

burst the box, forced the coffin's sides, and

was a prisoner no more.

I stood upon my feet. As I did so I

discovered that my display of strength must

have been a sort of frenzy, for indeed I was
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so weak that at first I could not stand. I

sank back upon the bed. But only for a

moment. There was that within me which

gave me strength. I was filled with an

overmastering desire to proclaim my inno-

cence and bring home to the criminal his

crime. Wholly regardless of the clothes

I wore, forgetful of them even, I went down
the stairs into the street, and ran to Mr.

Burton's as certainly I never ran before.

I must have cut a pretty figure as I ran,

but Mr. Burton's great house was within

a couple of hundred yards of my more
modest residence, the hour was late, and

I never met a creature on the way. I

was well acquainted both with the banker's

habits and his house. I knew that often,

when the rest of his household was fast

asleep, Mr. Burton would sit for hours

writing in the study which opened on to

the lawn at the back. To this room I

hastened. It was as I supposed. There

was a bright light within. I turned the

handle of the French window
;

it yielded
to my touch. Without pausing for an

instant to reflect on what the consequences
of my act might be, I burst into the room.

As I entered, Mr. Burton was sitting

writing at a table. He looked up. When
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he saw me he rose from his seat. He
clutched the edge of the table. He gazed
at me, speechless, unable to believe that

what he saw was real.

" Wheeler !

"
he gasped at last

;

" Richard

Wheeler !

"

"Yes, sir, 'tis I! Not dead, but living!

This is no ghost you gaze upon, but a

creature of flesh and blood, to whom God
has given strength to declare his innocence

and expose another's crime."

I poured out my tale. He was too be-

wildered at first to grasp the meaning of my
words. It was all so unexpected and so

strange that he was unable to realise that

he was not the victim of some dreadful

dream. But it became plain to him at last.

It was painful to see his agitation as he

began to grasp the purport of my revelation.
" You had a cataleptic fit !

"

"If it was not catalepsy, I know not what

it was. I am no doctor, sir."

"And you were within an ace of being
buried alive ! The thought is terrible."

"It was terrible to me."
" And you saw you actually saw Philip

Morris rob the safe ?
"

"
I was a silent witness of his crime. It

was only when he supposed that I was dead
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that it occurred to him to place the guilt

upon my shoulders."

"What a villain the man must be! It

seems incredible ! But the whole story

seems incredible for the matter of that,

and the most incredible part of it is your

presence here. But even supposing what

you say is true and God forbid, after what

you have told me, that I should deny it

how are you going to prove his villainy ?
"

" Mr. Burton, I am but newly come from

the chambers of death."

"For heaven's sake don't talk like that!

You make my blood run cold."
" But the fact is so

;
and things are

revealed to me which to you are hidden."

I rose up, still in my grave-clothes, trem-

bling like a leaf.
" At this instant the thief

is at his work again, and tampers with the

safe. Mr. Burton, I entreat you to come

with me to the bank
;
his villainy shall be

proved to-night."

"Come with you to the bank at this

hour of the night !

"

But I had my way. The banker lent me
some of his own clothes, and a cloak was

thrown over my shoulders. The coachman

was roused
;
a carriage was ordered out.

Within a very few minutes we were seated



214 MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

in it, and were being driven swiftly towards

the bank, through the silent streets, to catch

the criminal in the very moment of his

crime.

The carriage was drawn up some little

distance from the bank. We got out. Mr.

Burton had the key of the private door.

We approached swiftly, yet silently as well.

Our chief object was not to give the

slightest alarm.

On the very threshold Mr. Burton paused.
"

I am afraid that this is a wild-goose
chase that you have brought me on. Some
folks would even call it by a stronger name."

"Can you not hear him? Hark! He
rustles a bundle of notes ! They are those

notes which were missing, and which you
searched my house to find."

"Hear him, Wheeler? Are you mad?
When he is in the private office if he is

anywhere at all and we are out in the

street !

"

"
I can hear him, if you can't. Give me

the key, or open the door. Every moment
which we waste increases his chances of

escape."

Hesitatingly I believe he doubted my
sanity even then Mr. Burton put the key
into the lock. Noiselessly it turned. With-
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out a sound the door swung open on its

well-oiled hinges. We stood inside. It

was pitch dark.
" Hadn't we better have a light ? I

cannot see my hand before my face. We
shall be falling over something if we don't

take care."
"

I need no light. Remember my eyes
have grown accustomed to the dark. You,

sir, have only to keep close to me."

I led the way. He followed close upon

my heels. Suddenly I paused.
" See ! There is a light !

"

Sure enough there was, in the inner room
in that inner room in which the safe was

kept. I caught Mr. Burton by the arm.
"
Sir, come a little farther, and you shall

see it all. You shall see the criminal de-

tected in his crime."

I did not tremble then
;

I had become

quite cool and calm.

I knew my hour was at hand. With un-

faltering fingers I unloosed the cloak from

about my shoulders and stood revealed in

my cerements, as though I had new-risen

from the grave. And then

Then I stole by the outer door into the

office in which I had been overtaken by that

strange mockery of death. Through the
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glass partition, sure enough, I saw at a

glance that Philip Morris, lantern in hand,

was at his old work, busied with the con-

tents of the safe. I leaned right forward

on the desk, and tapped with my fingers

against the glass. He caught the sound at

once, but for a moment did not perceive
from whence it rose. He approached the

partition ;
I saw him trembling as he came.

I saw his face was ghastly white.

When he was quite close, in my grave-
clothes I rose straight up, and, looking him

straight in the face his pallid, panic-stricken
face I raised my arm above my head, and

in a loud voice cried out

"Thou thief!"

A wild shriek rang through the night ;

and sometimes in my ears I seem to hear

it still !

When Mr. Burton and I ran in we found

him, stricken by a sudden agony of con-

science-stricken fear, a bundle of bank notes

in the frenzied grip of his right hand, lying
in a fit upon the floor.
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TO BE USED AGAINST HIM

I. A TRAVELLING COMPANION

WHEN the train left Liverpool Street, he

and I were the only occupants of the com-

partment. I was in one corner, he was

directly opposite me in the other. He ap-

peared to have purchased the same evening

papers which I had purchased. I noticed,

too, a certain similarity in his movements to

mine. When I lowered my paper he lowered

his. When I turned a page he turned one

also. This coincidence of action I supposed,
at first, was accidental. But I perceived, ere

long, that, if it was accidental, the accident

was of a peculiar kind. Whatever I did he

did. When I exchanged one journal for

another, he exchanged one also. I noticed,

in this respect, that the imitation was so

close, that when I relinquished the Pall

Mall for the St.James's, he relinquished the

Pall Mall for the St. James s. When I put

217
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my paper down and looked at him, he put
his paper down and looked at me. I asked

myself if this person intended to insult me.

What conceivable reason could he have for

entering a railway carriage with the ap-

parently deliberate intention of insulting an

inoffensive stranger? Unless he was drunk,

or mad ?

Directly I began to observe him I was

struck by the fact that he resembled some-

one whom I had seen before. Who it was I

could not, for the instant, recollect. I eyed
him while he eyed me endeavouring to

recall to my mind who was the owner of

his features.
"

I believe that I have had the pleasure of

meeting you before."

When I addressed to him this common-

place, which so frequently is addressed to

individuals whose personality one fails to re-

collect, to my surprise he replied to me in

exactly the same words which I had used
"

I believe that I have had the pleasure of

meeting you before."

The tones of his voice were familiar to

me. I had not only heard them before, but

I had heard them recently.
" You are laughing at me because I Can-

not recollect your face? And yet it is
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proverbial among my friends that I have

an excellent memory for faces."

Scarcely had I finished speaking than he

echoed me. He repeated, after me, word

for word what I had said. The man must

be a mountebank. And yet, the longer I

looked at him, the better I seemed to know
his face. Who was the fellow ?

"
May I venture to ask your name ?

"

The only reply which I received to my
inquiry was my inquiry echoed. The man
must be some clowning spirit, who, in re-

venge, perhaps for my bad memory, pro-

posed to amuse himself a little at my
expense.
"When you are pleased to be more com-

municative, I will endeavour to apologise for

my imperfect recollection."
" When you are pleased to be more com-

municative, I will endeavour to apologise,"
came the echo from the opposite corner.

I confess that I was conscious of a certain

feeling of irritation. The mildest of men
does not care to be mocked, and I am not

prepared to say that I am the mildest of

men. Still I did not propose to have, in a

railway carriage, any unpleasantness with a

man who, after all, might be a perfect

stranger to me. So I gathered my papers
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and my wraps together, and withdrew to the

other end of the carriage. Scarcely had I

done so when the man who had been in

front of me did likewise. He gathered his

papers and his wraps. He came and planted
himself in front of me at this end, as he

had done at that.

There could be no doubt that the action

was intended to be impertinent. The thing
was done too deliberately to admit of any
other supposition. Still I was not prepared
to show resentment. I did not see how I

could do so, that is, with any regard to my
own dignity. I could scarcely have a vulgar

squabble with the fellow then and there.

The boat train does not stop between

London and Harwich. We were compul-

sory companions while the journey lasted,

unless I threw him out of the carriage
window or he threw me. Better to endure

his insolence, unless it became aggressive,
until we reached our destination.

I became tired of reading. I put down

my paper, the man in front of me, in pur-
suance of his apparent policy of faithful

imitation, simultaneously put down his. He
returned the look with which I favoured him.

But to that I was indifferent. I continued

intently to study his countenance, asking
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myself when, and where, before our meeting
in that carriage, I had encountered him be-

fore.

He looked a gentleman ;
I was prepared

to admit that he was a gentleman. He had

about him that indefinable something which

the trained observer inevitably associates

with his idea of a gentleman. He was prob-

ably between thirty and forty years of age.

He was good-looking, with a long, sallow,

oval face, which was innocent of moustache

and whiskers, and a very curious mouth and

chin. I think it was the peculiarity of that

mouth and chin which impressed one with

the consciousness that he might not be an

agreeable man to quarrel with. There was

something about the formation of the lower

part of his face which was suggestive

though only to my imagination, perhaps of

cool, calculating, unflinching cruelty. I say
that this might have been a suggestion of

my imagination, but his eyes conveyed not

merely a suggestion, but an absolute cer-

tainty. They were the most beautiful eyes
which I had ever seen. They were large
and black -jet black and deep, so deep
that it seemed impossible to penetrate their

depths. The pupils had a curious trick of

dilation like a cat's. They were large at
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first, and seemed to gleam with light; as

you observed them they grew perceptibly

smaller, until but a point remained a point
of light. No man could look at that man's

eyes and doubt that he was as cruel as the

grave.
The unflinching way in which he met my

gaze had a curious effect upon my nerves,

though I am far from being a nervous man.

The more I continued to observe him the

more persuaded I became that we had met

before not once, but constantly so firmly

were his features impressed upon some mis-

laid tablet of my memory. Yet, try how
I would, I could neither remember where

I had seen him nor who he was. This

was the more extraordinary, because he was

possessed of so distinct an individuality that

one was disposed to say that one need only
set eyes upon him once never to forget him.

I could restrain my curiosity no longer.

I leaned forward and, regarding him fixedly,

I said
" Don't I know you ?

"

He leaned forward and, regarding me

fixedly, replied
" Don't I know you ?

"

It was but an echo
;
the man persisted

in his mockery. And yet the tones of his
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voice with what a strange familiarity they
seemed to ring in my ears, and, at the same

time, how they grated on my nerves, how

they filled me with a sense of irritation.

He had advanced his face to within a

few inches of my own. In the irritation

of the moment I was more than half-dis-

posed to strike him
;
the palm of my hand

itched to salute his ears. I believe that

I should have struck him had I not, all at

once, become conscious of the look which

was in his eyes. The pupils grew and grew
until they glared at me more like a wild

beast than like a man. I drew back in

my seat, stifling an exclamation. There

could be no doubt whatever that murder

was in the man's eyes that he was mad.

I lost him when we reached Harwich.

I went at once to the Antwerp boat. The

night was glorious. I remained on deck

while the boat was being cast from her

moorings, after she was out in the river,

after she was out in the sea. I had no

desire for a cabin
;

I did not trouble myself
even to secure a berth

;
I had no desire

for slumber. I, of course, was conscious that,

in my peculiar circumstances, sleep was a

factor not to be neglected. Without a

proper amount of sleep a man's nervous
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system is bound to suffer, and when his

nervous system suffers the man suffers

altogether; he loses perfect control of his

mental faculties. To keep perfect control

of my mental faculties was, to one in my
position, literally a question of life or death.

It is, I firmly believe, only when a man loses

perfect control of his mental faculties that

the police score what they call their successes.

Therefore, to me, a proper amount of sleep
was indispensable, but at the same time I was

aware of what was the exact amount I did

require, and I knew that I wanted none just

then. I was in no mood for slumber
;

I was

in a mood to enjoy the perfect night, the

fresh breezes, and the smell of the sea.

And I was in a mood, after a while, to

think of Alan Foster. I wondered if he

was still lying where I left him, with his

face to the ceiling.

I am quite willing to admit that I felt

a certain satisfaction in picturing him to

my mind's eye exactly as I left him. I felt

a certain pleasure in painting as vivid a

picture as my imagination would allow me
of the room in which I left him

;
a picture

of the little details of the room his chair

and mine, the shaded lamp upon the table,

the look upon his face when, in that last,
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swift moment, he understood that I meant

business, the inanimate thud with which

he had banged on the floor. I wondered

if he had made much mess, whether I ought
to picture him with or without the adjuncts
of a crimson pool. If I had possessed the

secrets of the magicians I would have

travelled back for an instant just to see.

I had frequently speculated as to what

would be the sensations of a man in my
position. I do not know that there was any-

thing remarkable about my own. I should

say, in no extraordinary sense, that my
sensations were those of satisfaction.

When I had had enough of thinking of

my last meeting with Alan Foster my
thoughts recurred to the fellow in the train.

As I leaned over the side of the steamer

I taxed my brain with an effort to recollect

where I had seen him. Again and again
I had almost hit upon his trail, when it

again escaped me. I could not think who
the man might be. I wondered if he was

in the boat, bound with us for Antwerp, or

whether he was journeying in the boat to

Rotterdam. Thus wondering, I stood up,

and turning to the smoke-room, which was

just behind me, saw him at my side.

I own that I was startled. I had supposed

Q
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that I was the only person upon deck. He
certainly had not been there a moment back.

I had heard no one approach, yet there he

was, leaning, as I was leaning, with one

hand upon the side of the vessel, his eyes
fixed intently upon mine.

For some moments we continued, in

silence, to observe each other. As we did

so I was conscious that his glance began
to fill me with a species of vague discomfort

if I may say so, with a sort of horror.

It was absurd to suppose that I should allow

him to continue to amuse himself at my
expense. I spoke to him.

"
May I ask, sir, if you have any intention

of dogging my steps ?
"

He said nothing. He continued to look

at me. And the more he looked at me the

less I liked the look of him.

"Is it not a fact, sir, that you and I have

met before ?
"

"
It is."

The voice in which he uttered the two

little monosyllables was such a familiar voice,

a voice which was so well known to me, that

the mere fact of its exceeding familiarity

filled me although it may appear exaggera-
tion on my part to say so with a vague
sense of pain. Surely the sound of that
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voice had been ringing in my ears for

years !

"
May I ask, sir, where we have met

before ?
"

He was silent. Less and less did I like

the expression which was in his beautiful

eyes.
"
May I ask, sir, what is your name? "

"
I have no connection with the police."

It is true that the peculiarity of his de-

meanour, the intentness of his gaze, the

sense of discomfort with which I was con-

scious that his presence began to fill me,
had led me inwardly to inquire if the fellow

could be in any way connected with the

police. But I had not formulated the in-

quiry in words. How came he, then, to

reply to my unspoken query ? Could he

be connected with the hounds of Scotland

Yard? The suspicion of such a possibility

filled me with a sudden passion with one

of those ugly rages for which, among my
friends, I believe, I am well known. I

moved towards him, bent on mischief. As
I moved towards him he moved towards

me. His eyes were fixed on mine. I

protest that of no man living have I ever

been afraid, and of no man dead
;
of things

of flesh, nor of things of air. I have never
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hesitated, even for an instant, to do anything
because I was afraid witness my career !

I protest that, until that moment, I believed

myself to be incapable of the thing called

fear. But when, in that moment, I met his

eyes, and saw them well, and, in the moon-

light, clearly I was afraid. I slunk away,
and stole into the smoke-room, and left him

there.

When I entered the smoke-room, still

tingling with the consciousness of having

played the coward, I found it in the posses-

sion of three persons. Two were upon one

seat, and had arranged themselves in such

a position that each was able to stretch out

his feet on the seat in front of him. Both

were asleep. The other seat was occupied

by a single individual. He, also, was asleep.

He lay stretched out at full length upon the

seat in such a manner that, at his feet, there

was only left space enough to enable me to

crowd myself in the corner. This vacant

space I occupied. As I sat there, in that

cramped position, my feelings towards that

luxurious individual were not of the friend-

liest kind. He was evidently in the enjoy-
ment of perfect comfort he was actually

snoring! while he had left me scarcely

room enough to breathe. I was telling
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myself that it would serve him well right

if I were to pull his nose with sufficient

vigour to rouse him out of his state of

selfish stupor to a consciousness of the re-

quirements of the situation, when the door

opened, and the man came in from whom
I had slunk away. He paid no attention

to me whatever. He stood looking down
at the snoring sleeper. As he looked the

expression of his countenance was simply
diabolical

;
it startled even me as I sat

looking on. Lower and lower, towards the

sleeper, he bent his cruel, handsome face.

Suddenly, putting out his hand, he grasped
the sleeper's nose, and wrung it with such

savage ferocity that I half expected to see

the nose torn right off the victim's face.

No man could continue wrapped in

slumber whose nose had been handled in

such fashion as that man's nose was handled

then. The snorer not only ceased to snore,

but he sprang to his feet and emitted a yell

which must have been audible throughout
the ship. The little apartment was in

confusion. We were all of us upon our

feet. The sufferer fondled his nose as

well he might ! The adjectives which

proceeded from his lips my pen is unable

to record.
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"Who did it?" he yelled. "Who did

it?"

He glared at each of us in turn, as if

disposed, in the first paroxysms of his pain,

to regard us all there as guilty parties. His

actual assailant had vanished, like a coward,

through the door. I was just about to point
this out when, to my amazement, the man
who had been sleeping just in front of me

charged me with the assault. I repelled the

charge with all the indignation with which,

on the impulse of the moment, I was

capable. The man declared that he had

seen me do the deed.

"Why," I cried, wholly at a loss to con-

ceive what could have induced him even to

imagine such a thing,
"
you were asleep."

"
I was between sleeping and waking," he

replied.
"

I saw you looking at that gentle-
man

;
I saw you lean over him, and I saw

you pull his nose."

If I had not shown the sufferer pretty

clearly that discretion upon his part would

be the better part of valour, I believe that

he would have attacked me there and then.

I declared, upon my honour, not only that

my accuser lied, but that I was incapable of

the conduct with which he charged me. I

explained whose was the guilt.
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" The man came in, and looked at you,
and pulled your nose. Before so com-

pletely was I taken by surprise at what

seemed to me to be so unprovoked an

outrage I could stop him, he was gone

again."
We went out to look for the miscreant.

We sought for him in all directions. But he

was not on deck. No signs of him were to be

seen. We asked the watch if he had noticed

anybody moving. He declared that he had

noticed me, but that, with the exception
of myself, no one had been on deck for the

last hour or more. It is certain that the

sailor was deceived as he might very easily

be in that uncertain light but the gentleman
whose nose had suffered looked at me, as

though if he only dared he would.

I know not if the story got about,

and if the general verdict was that I was

the guilty party, but it certainly seemed to

me, throughout the rest of the journey, that

the whole of the passengers gave me plenty
of elbow-room. Not a soul could I get to

exchange a word with me during our pas-

sage up the Scheldt. Whoever I spoke
to immediately found that something re-

quired his presence in another portion of the

ship. More than once, before we arrived at
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Antwerp, I was on the point of showing my
resentment. But, until we drew up at the

quay, I never caught even a glimpse of the

ruffian for whose outrageous conduct it

seemed I was temporarily suffering.

I entered the train for Brussels. It seemed,
until just as the train was starting, that I was

to have the compartment to myself. When
the signal had been actually given, and the

train was already in motion, the door at the

opposite end of the carriage opened, and

the man came in who had wrung the un-

conscious sleeper's nose half off his face.

With the calmest air in the world he came

down the carriage, and placed himself on the

seat in front of me. This was a little more

than I could stand.
" As you have come in, sir, you must

excuse me if I get out."

I put my hand through the window to un-

fasten the door, but the engine had got up
steam. We were clear of the station. To
have attempted to alight would have been to

infringe the by-laws of the railway company.
I should have found myself in the hands of

the authorities. There was nothing for it

but to make the best of the situation, and to

treat my unwelcome companion with all the

philosophy at my command. I put my legs
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upon the seat
;

I prepared to take my ease.

My companion did exactly as I did
;
he put

his legs upon the seat, and he prepared to

take his ease. But I was not to be moved

by such a trifle as that. If it was his humour
to play the mountebank, his humour caused

no sort of inconvenience to me. As the

train moved through the flat country which

lies between Antwerp and Malines, and

beyond, I, for my part, was wrapped in

thought, until the silence was disturbed by

my companion.
"
It's not bad fun, this running away from

the police."

The fellow's words so exactly interpreted
the thoughts which had been passing through

my brain, that I could not help but let him

see that I was startled. I moved my legs

from off the seat, and turned and faced him.

Still bent on imitation, he turned himself

towards me. The fellow filled me with such

a sense of curious repugnance that I was at

a loss for words with which to address him.

He, however, seemed to be completely at

his ease. He began, leisurely, to remove

his gloves. Having removed them, he held

out towards me his hands. I noticed what

white, slender, artist's hands they were.
" Look at them ! They 're white enough,
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they 're without a stain. And yet they 're

dyed in blood !

"

He spoke in the tone of voice which

seemed to be so intensely familiar.
"
They 're dyed with the blood of a friend

of the best friend man ever had. I killed

him, my best friend."

He leaned back in his seat. There was a

smile about his lips which seemed to me to

be the incarnation of all cruelty.
"

I killed him because I hated him
; and, a

little, I think, because he loved me so. He
had always trusted me, and I had always

played him false, and the more I played him

false the more he trusted me. For that I

hated him. I robbed him of his moneys,
and he pretended that the things which I

had stolen had been his gifts to me. For

that I hated him the more. So, having
robbed him of great things all his life, I

robbed him, out of pure pastime, of a little

thing I robbed him of his wife. This fool,

he loved his wife
;
he loved her, I do believe,

better than his soul. So, when he learned

what I had done, just for the sport of it, he

dared to show resentment, for which I killed

him, there and then. I killed him when his

heart was hot with rage against his well-

tried friend. That was yesterday, at six. I
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left him there, just where he fell, upon the

floor. I went round to my rooms. I slipped
a few things in my dressing-bag. I caught
the boat-train at Liverpool Street. I 'm en

route for Brussels, and after that I know not

where."

The fellow laughed softly to himself it

was the most dreadful sound I had ever

heard. Was he man, or was he devil, that

he could read the inmost secrets of my heart,

only to make a jest of them like that ? It

was not his own tale he had told, it was mine.

I had slain my friend only a couple of hours

before I had met this fellow in the Harwich
train. Already, I did not doubt, the avengers
of blood flattered themselves that they were

upon my heels. How came this man to

know what was hidden from all the world

but me i* I knew not what to say to him

what was there to be said? Unless I took

him by the throat, and crushed the life from

him. I would have done it had I dared.

But, for the second time in my life, my
courage failed me I did not dare. There

was something about this man which I knew
so well it frightened me. I racked my
tortured brain with the unanswered, and it

seemed unanswerable question where had

I seen this man before ?
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Not another word was spoken upon either

side until we reached Brussels. As the train

drew into the station I arose, and said
"
Well, is it your intention to accompany

me further ?
"

He shrugged his shoulders, and he smiled.

I went out, and I left him sitting there. But

all the time, as the cab drove through the

busy streets to the hotel, I felt as though
that man were sitting in the cab there at

my side.

II. THE HAUNTED MAN

After dinner, by way of a little relaxation,

I went to a certain cafd where there are

women who sing. I do not pretend that

the place was a place of particularly good

repute, or that the entertainment which it

offered was in any sense worth listening to.

As a matter of fact, the performance was

execrably bad and abominably dull. Indeed,

the place was a vulgar and blackguard

place, and therefore excellently suited to

the humour I was in, for I was in a black-

guard frame of mind. I sat drinking the

poisonous concoction which they call

"absinthe d 1'anisette," while one of the

chanteuses, a hideous fat woman, hovered
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about me and asked for drink. On the

table next to mine there were some papers.
I drew them towards me. Among them
was a London paper of that day's date. It

was uncut. It had travelled quicker than

I had, having probably reached Brussels by
the Ostend route. Opening it, my eyes
searched down the columns. They lighted
on a paragraph which was headed,

" Dread-

ful Tragedy in Sackville Street." I read

the paragraph. It was a narrative, up to

date, of Alan Foster's murder.

It seemed that they must have discovered

the body only a few minutes after I left

the house. Alan's man had gone to the

room and knocked, and having received no

answer had tried the handle, and found that

the door was locked. He waited some

minutes, then returned, and, as he still

received no answer to his knocking, fearing
that Alan was ill inside the room, he sent

for assistance, and had the door forced

open. Braithwaite had been in the service

of Alan's father. He had tended Alan

himself almost since he was a child. I

pictured the old man's face as he saw his

master lying dead murdered on the floor.

It seemed that the body had made a mess.

The newspaper said that the corpse was
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discovered lying in a great pool of blood.

I could not altogether understand how that

could be. I was positive that I had spitted

the heart with one blow, given with Alan's

own stiletto, a long, slender weapon, scarcely

broader than a bodkin. It seemed hardly pro-

bable that much blood would flow from such .a

wound as that. The paragraph concluded by

stating that the police were on the track of

the assassin, and that a warrant had been

issued at Scotland Yard. So ! we shall see.

When I had finished reading this instruc-

tive item of current news, a chanteuse came

round, a scallop-shell in her hand, soliciting

subscriptions to compensate her, in some

measure, for the vocal agony which she had

been recently enduring. As I glanced up,

to drop some sous into her shell, my eyes
chanced upon a man who was seated at a

table right in front of me, but on the

opposite side of the room. It was the man
of the train ! He, too, was reading a

journal, just as I had been doing, and ap-

parently his was an English journal too.

As I looked at him he looked at me, and,

raising the paper, pointed to a particular

paragraph it contained, indulging in that

soft, devilish laughter of his, which seemed

to fill my very soul with horror as I heard.



TO BE USED AGAINST HIM 239

The sensations with which I regarded this

man, and heard his horrid laughter, and felt

his eyes upon my face, filled me with a

feeling of the profoundest physical repulsion.

"My God !

"
I cried unconsciously aloud.

" Who is this man ?
"

The chanteuse still lingered in front of

me. She supposed that my question was

addressed to her.

"Which man? That man sitting at the

table there! Mon Dieu ! Is it not mon-
sieur's Corsican Brother ?

"

The woman's words struck the chord

which had been vibrating in my memory,

yet which had escaped my keenest search.

No wonder I supposed that I had seen this

fellow's face before it was so like my own.

And as the sudden revelation of the fact

that this was so flashed upon my brain, such

a sense of horror came rushing, whirling over

me, that I staggered like a drunken man.

The woman must have thought that I was

mad, because, so soon as I had recovered

sufficient self-control, I rushed out of the

place, and into the busy street beyond.
I tore along the Boulevard du Nord like

a thing possessed. Such was my haste, that

I came into unwitting contact with someone
who was advancing in the contrary direction
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to my own. It was a little child a little

girl. Such had been the force of the col-

lision that I had flung her back upon the

stones. I picked her up ;
I took her in my

arms
;

I soothed her tears. She was a little

thing, thin and pale, and poorly clad. I

made her distress my own. I pressed some

silver coins into her hand, and begged her

to forgive my unintentional transgression.
The sight of the silver coins seemed to

have more effect even than my words in

the drying of her tears. She looked

at them, and through the tumult of her

grief there already dawned a smile. I was

just about to make my peace and leave

her, happy in the possession of her new-

found wealth, when a man came striding

across the street at the rate of a good six

miles an hour. It was the man whom that

chanteuse had suggested was my Corsican

Brother. He caught the child from off the

ground ;
he struck her with his hand

;
he

kicked her with his foot
;
he tossed her out

into the gutter. It was the cruellest thing !

And then, as she lay crying where she had

fallen, he turned to me and pointed to her,

and, laughing, disappeared into the crowd,

leaving me standing where he had come on

me, riveted to the ground.
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The child's cries attracted the attention

of the passers-by. They advanced to her

assistance
;

I advanced with the rest. But,

to my amazement, the ungrateful creature

cried out the more at the sight of me, and

shrank back as though I were a plague.

"What is the matter with you, little one?"

inquired the bystanders.

"He beat me
;
he kicked me

;
he threw

me out into the road."

The little child stretched out her hand

towards me, as though I had been guilty of

these things. The wickedness of such a

charge, made by one whom I had so re-

cently befriended, for the moment took my
breath away. But instead of treating the

child's wanton accusation with the incredulity

which I naturally expected, the bystanders
turned on me with black looks and lowering
brows. "To treat a little child like that!"

they said.
" Messieurs et mesdames !

"
I exclaimed

;

" so far from treating a child like that, I

would not injure a single hair upon her

head. This little child is labouring under

some extraordinary delusion
;

it was not I

who did this thing. The miscreant who was

guilty of this wanton cruelty vanished as

quickly as he came. He was a stranger,
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ladies and gentlemen, to me
;
but rather than

this little child should suffer, even at a

stranger's hands, I will present her with

a napoleon with which to dry her tears."
"

It is not money which will pay for

conduct such as that."

The people crowded round me. There

were some of them whose fists were clenched.

The looks with which they regarded me were

anything but looks of love. Ominous mur-

murs were in the air. It would have needed

but little to have induced them to lay on me
hands of violence. It was with the greatest

difficulty that I appeased their anger. It cost

me five napoleons to dry the sufferer's tears.

Such incidents as that, if repeated, were

likely to prove expensive, to speak of no-

thing else. It was with feelings of the

strongest resentment towards the scoundrel

who hung upon my footsteps that I pursued

my way towards my hotel. More than once

I suspected that he was at my side, or just

behind me. Once I distinctly heard his

footsteps keeping pace with mine. I turned.

He was peering over my shoulder, actually

pushing his face against mine.
" Well ?

"
he said, and smiled.

In my sudden, justifiable fury I struck at

him. He nimbly moved aside, so that he
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escaped my blow. Laughing that low, soft

laugh of his, before I could pursue him he

vanished in the crowd.

It was certain, if I was to continue to

endure the infliction of this fellow's presence,
that my health would suffer

;
and chiefly on

my health rested my chances of safety. If

it failed me, it was not impossible that I

might fall into the toils of those bunglers
at Scotland Yard. They would then say,
" You say that we never make a capture ;

see what a capture we Ve made now !

"

when all the time it was not their wit

which had prevailed, but it was that fiend

who hung upon my heels who had played
into their hands. I resolved to go straight

to bed.

When I reached the hotel I noticed that

the man from whom I demanded the key of

my apartment seemed to look at me askance.
"

I am tired," I explained.
"

I have been

travelling all night. I am going to get some

sleep ;
it is that which I require sleep."

The man said nothing ;
but it seemed to

me that he was extremely careful to keep
himself at arm's length of me. What was

there about my personal appearance which

should make this fellow anxious not to come
in contact with my person, or which should
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cause him to stare at me like that ? As I

ascended the staircase I met a young woman
who was coming down servant of the hotel,

or some such thing as that. She had a smile

upon her face, but when she caught sight of

me, and her eyes met mine, the smile

vanished. I never before saw so sudden and

so singular a change come over a woman's

face. She shrank away from me sideways,

against the wall, as though she was afraid

that I would strike her.
" My child," I said,

" what is the matter

with you ? You stare at me as though I

were a ghost."
She did not answer me, and she ran down

the stairs with the swiftness of the wind.

What should induce the woman to behave

like that? If there was anything curious

about my face, it was owing to the want of

sleep. It was only sleep which I required

nothing more.
" At last," I cried, when I entered my

apartment, "at last I am alone, free from all

that noisy crowd, in the enjoyment of my
own company. Now for slumber for a

little closing of my eyes in sleep."

As I moved across the room I remembered

that I had omitted to lock the door. It

would never do to overlook that ceremony,
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or that ill-omened wretch, in his measureless

impertinence, might even venture to invade

the precincts of my bedchamber. I turned

to supply the omission, and, in the very act

of turning, perceived that the man had been

before me. I was too late.

The fellow had taken instantaneous advan-

tage of my slight forgetfulness, and already
had forced himself upon my privacy. He
stood only a step or two in front of me, with

a look upon his face such as surely is only to

be seen upon the faces of the fiends in hell.

It was a look which I had not seen before.

It was instinct with some dreadful meaning.
The pupils of his eyes were distended to

a monstrous size. They gleamed as if with

fire.

But I was not to be frightened by his

threatening looks at a moment such as that.

I had come there to seek that peace which

seemed to have eluded me since yesternight.
And if I could not have peace I would at

least have privacy. I would not have my
solitude polluted by the presence of that

thing of evil. He should go out he should

go out, even though in the struggle there

was murder done, and he murdered me, as

I had murdered Alan Foster, in his room,

the night before. With my blood coursing
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through my veins, as if it were a stream of

liquid fire, I advanced upon that messenger
from hell. As I advanced on him he ad-

vanced on me. I stretched out my arms to

take him by the throat, he copying my
actions in all their details. I gave a spring
to grasp at him, the wildest passion burning
in my heart, and I struck against a mirror !

I struck against a mirror Oh, my God !

The thing of evil which I thought to grasp
was but the image of myself, mirrored in a

glass. That creature, on whose countenance

was pictured all the passions of all the fiends,

was my own image, mirrored in a glass.

That human animal, whose eyes gleamed

cruelty, and shouted murder, was my own

image mirrored in a glass. The dreadful

being who had been my almost constant

companion since the moment in which I had

struck the devil's blow, and who had read

the inmost secrets of my heart, and whose

ostentatious wickedness had so filled my soul

with loathing, had been, all the time, but the

image of myself, mirrored in a glass !

I could not believe that the thing could

be. I could not believe that the messenger
from hell was formed in my own likeness.

But it was so there could be no doubt

about it the thing was as plain as day ! A
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mirror ran from floor to ceiling. I stood

close up to it. There, staring at me in the

silvered glass, a smiling fiend, was myself!
In that dreadful moment, when I first

realised what manner of man indeed I was,

my legs trembled beneath me, and I would

have sunk upon my knees to plead for mercy
from my God, only that I lacked the courage.
It was not for me, whose hands ran blood,

to speak with God. And yet it would have

been better that I had dared. For as I

stood there, striving to obtain the courage
which should enable me to shape my lips in

the utterance of a prayer, there came a touch

upon my shoulder, and turning I beheld at

my side the man in the train. He pointed
to the mirror, and he smiled as he always
seemed to smile a devil's smile.

"You see we make a pair. I am you,
and you are me. How strange you should

not have known me when first we met.

How strange you should not have known

your own voice when first you heard it,

echoing, in the train."

I knew it now I knew my own voice as

it proceeded from his lips. Then I under-

stood how it was that its exceeding famili-

arity had seemed to fill me with such a sense

of bitter pain.
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"

I have been sent in order that you may
be able to see just what sort of man you are.

I am the power which has been given you to

enable you to see yourself as others see you.
I will be with you to the end a mirror ever

ready to your hand."

He stopped, and he whispered in my ear
;

and he smiled a devil's smile.
" You know, it was murder. There was

nothing gallant in the deed. It was the act

of a coward and a cur. See, it was like

this !

"

He took me by the arm, and he turned

me round. And I saw a table, on which

there was a shaded lamp. And at this table

sat a man, and his face was that of a true

man, and the light in his eyes was pure and

good. And I knew that it was Alan. And
this fellow went and sat on a chair which

was on the other side of the table, and he

looked at Alan. And as the lamplight fell

upon his features I noticed what a difference

there was between his looks and Alan's.

They both were handsome men. But Alan

was a fair-haired, blue- eyed, open-faced,

English gentleman. The other's was the

cleverer face
;

but there was something in

it, notably in the expression of the mouth
and of the eyes, which repelled ; something
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which told me, as I stood watching there,

that the heart within the man was evil.

And Alan said how well I knew his full,

clear voice! and as he spoke there was a

cloud upon his sunny face

"Jack, I hope you won't mind my saying
what I 'm going to say, but I was bound

to ask you here so that we might have it

out between us
;

I was bound, old man."

The man upon the other side of the table

smiled.
" My dear Alan, pray don't apologise."

"Jack!" Alan rose. He began pacing
to and fro. He seemed to have that to say
which he found it difficult to utter.

"
Jack,

you remember when Doris left me, how
how how my heart was broken. You are

quite sure, Jack I only ask it as a matter

of form, old man, because, of course, I know
that no man ever had a better friend than

you have been to me you are quite sure,

Jack, that you knew nothing of her going?"
The other was a moment or two before he

answered. And during that moment or two

he smiled. There was, lying on the table, a

long, glittering, slender blade, which Alan

had brought home with him from India, and

which it had been his habit to use as a

paper-knife. The blade was so slender, the
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temper of the steel was so true, and the

handle was so heavy, that one had but to

hold it, point downwards, five or six feet

from the ground, and drop it, for it to bury
itself almost to the hilt in the wood. The
man on the other side of the table drew

this odd paper-knife of Alan's to him. He
began to play with it. As he did so his

smile became a very peculiar one indeed.
" My dear Alan, don't you think it is un-

necessary for two such old friends as you
and I to pay any attention to mere matters

of form? Besides, it is nearly two years
since Doris left you. Some men would

have forgotten such a wife in a week. I

thought she was forgotten long ago."
"
Forgotten ! You thought that I had

forgotten Doris, Jack ! Forgotten her my
darling ! I shall never forget Doris while

I have life. If she were to come back to

me this moment, or if she comes back to

me in ten years' time, I will take her to my
arms again if she will only come

;
and I

will forgive her everything. But you have

heard me say that sort of thing over and

over again. Just answer me my question,

Jack. You are quite sure that you knew

nothing of her going ?
"

" My dear Alan, don't you think that it is
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rather late in the day to ask me such a

question as that ?
"

" Of course I know it 's late in the day,

and of course I know that the whole thing 's

an absurdity. But the fact is, old man, some

men some men have been saying
"

Alan paused, as if he were at a loss for

words. The man on the other side of the

table continued to smile and to trifle with

the paper-knife.

"Well? Some men have been saying
what?"

"Some men have been saying that you
knew more about her going than you pre-

tended
;
there 's the truth for you, old man."

There was a slight pause. When the

man upon the other side of the table spoke
there was something so peculiar in his tone

of voice that even blundering, slow-witted

Alan must have noticed it.

" My dear Alan, it would be just as well

that you and I should have a clear and

perfect understanding, once for all. It will

have to come one day, and why not now ?

I wish you clearly to understand that I am
as sick of hearing Doris's name as I am sick

of Doris."

"Jack!"
"Alan!"
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" What do you mean ?

"

"
I say that I am as sick of hearing

Doris's name as I am sick of Doris. That

is what I say, and that is what I mean."
" You are sick of Doris ? Do you know

where she is ?
"

"
I know very well indeed where she is."

"
Jack ! Where is she ?

"

" She 's in a house for which I pay the

rent
; but, thank goodness, with your money

and not with mine. It is only right, my
dear Alan, that you should pay house-rent

for your own wife."
"
Jack ! say say that you lie !

"

" My dear Alan, I shall not say that I

lie, because I don't." It seemed that Alan

could only gasp.
" Doris ran away with

me, you fool! She never cared for you a

pinch of snuff from the beginning. When
I acted as your best man, and she stood

by your side at the altar, I knew that it

was for me she cared. It was the old story

of '

II y a toujours un qui aime, et 1'autre

qui permet' ; always, Alan. When you had

married her, I thought I would take her

from you. So I took her. It was the

easiest thing. The joke of it was, that

you never suspected it was I. You made
of me your confidant instead

;
and what a
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blind fool you Ve always been, dear boy !

But the thing has got beyond a joke. Doris

has become a nuisance. I never cared for

her! As I said, I am as sick of hearing
Doris's name as I am sick of Doris."

There was a pause. Alan said nothing ;

but with the cry of a wounded lion he

rushed upon the man who sat on the other

side of the table. The man waited for his

spring. Just as Alan was upon him, he

rose, holding the glittering weapon with

which he had been playing above him in

the air. He drove it to the hilt into Alan's

breast. Without the utterance of a sound

Alan banged backwards on to the floor.

I saw him lying there, and I knew that he

was dead. My dearest friend ! He whose

chief crime had been that he loved not

wisely, but too well.

The wretch who had done this deed of

darkness turned towards me, and said with,

about his lips and in his eyes, that devil's

smile
" You see it was like that you did it !

"

I covered my face with my hands, and

tried to hide from my eyes that dreadful

sight. And when again I removed my
hands, the table with the shaded lamp had

vanished, and the dead man upon the floor,
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and there was nothing there but that wretch,

who regarded me with his unceasing smile.

And as I looked at him and he at me,
the door of the apartment opened, and three

men came in, one of whom advanced to

the wretch standing in the centre of the

room. He laid his hand upon his shoulder,

and he said in cold, stern tones

"John Alton, you are my prisoner. I

arrest you for Wilful Murder."

There was a flash of something in the air.

I knew that a pair of handcuffs had been

produced. The wretch had remained quies-

cent for a moment, as if stupefied by an

unexpected blow. But when he saw the

glittering fetters he leapt upon the officer,

and, in an instant, he bore him to the

ground. The others ran to the assistance

of their fallen comrade, or there would have

been another murder done, and I should

have seen a second corpse lying on the

floor before my eyes. The guilty wretch,

in his wild frenzy, bit, and scratched, and

tore, and kicked, and fought, and screamed,

and yelled, like the thing which indeed he

was a fiend from hell. Strangers streamed

into the apartment. The room was filled

with people, and in their midst the one

man against the three. They fought like
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devils here, there, and everywhere. But

at last they mastered him the three against
the one and in that same instant the

scoundrel vanished.

And I lay there upon the floor, torn, and

scratched, and bruised, and bleeding, with

gyves upon my wrists. And they dared

to say it was I who had struggled. They
lied ! Why should I have struggled ? Was
it because I was afraid of them ? Does it

look as though I were afraid of them, now
that I am writing this, every word of which

they tell me will be used against me ?

What do I care what they use against me ?

I repeat it once more, in black and white,

it was I killed Alan Foster I ! And it is

my complete conviction that, under the same

circumstances, I should kill the fool again.
The so-called "terrors of the law" have

no terrors for me. They are quite welcome
to take me to any place of execution they

may please, and there to hang me by the

neck till I am dead.



VIII,

THE WORDS OF A LITTLE
CHILD

I. THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER

A DIRTY room, with, in it, a ricketty table,

a wooden chair without a back, an empty

sugar box, used as a stool, and in a corner

on the floor a heterogeneous collection

of odds and ends, which served as a bed.

Very little else, except a woman, a little

girl, a black bottle, and a cup without

a handle. To the woman the black bottle

was far and away the most prominent object

in the room. All that, in her judgment, was

needed to adequately furnish a room was

a bottle of gin. And there was still the

better part of a pint of gin in that black

bottle. She was making it last as long as

she could.

The woman sat on the chair without a

back, and the little girl on the empty sugar
box in front of her. And the woman took

sips from the cup without a handle, and she

groaned: "Your father's a wicked man;
he's a devil."

256
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"Yes," said the child. She spoke in a

shrill, clear treble. She was only seven,

though her form was wizened, and her

whole being was saturated with sin.
" He 's

a devil."

"No one knows what your poor mother

has had to bear from that father of yours."
" He's always a-beating of you."
"

It 's gawd's truth, my lovey."
" An' now he's a-going to kill yer."

"That he is."

" But I '11 'ang 'im for it, mother."
" That 's a good girl to the mother what

loves yer." The woman wiped her bleary

eyes with a corner of her filthy rag of an

apron. She took another sip from the cup ;

she looked at the child with the cunning

grin of the woman who has lived for years

practically on nothing but gin.
" You Ve

been a good daughter to your poor mother,
and I Ve been a good mother to you, haven't

I, Louisa?"
" A better mother never was !

"

Suddenly the woman looked over the

child's head. She pointed with quavering

finger towards a corner of the room
;
she

trembled with excitement.

"There's another of them, Louisa, there's

another ! A great black thing, with long 'air
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and a bushy tail, I see it drop from the

ceiling. Look alive, girl, move yourself;
don't let it get at me !

"

The girl moved herself. Going to the

spot indicated she went through the panto-
mime of stamping on, and kicking at, nothing
at all. In a child of such tender years the

gravity with which she did it was, in its way,
sublime.

" That 's all right, mother, I done for it."

Her mother began to cry.
" Whatever I should have done without

you, Louisa, I don't know. You Ve been a

blessing to your poor mother. Take another

sup, my girl, only don't you take too much,
'cause there 's only a little left in the bottle,

and it's the last drop of comfort your poor
mother '11 have in this world."

And the woman wept profusely. The
child took a sip from the contents of the

cup. When she had drunk she mimicked

the action of a cat she put out her tongue
and she licked her lips.

"Mind you 'ang your father, girl!"

Mrs. Drewett, leaning her elbows on the

table, shook her fist at the child. "If you
don't 'ang your father, Louisa, I '11 come

back, and I '11 'aunt yer by day, and by

night, and I '11 never leave yer."
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"
I '11 be sure to 'ang 'im, mother."

"What shall you say to the peeler as

comes and finds me ?
"

"'Oh, my poor mother! oh, my poor
mother!'"

The child sprang off the sugar box, and

she held her clasped hands up in front of

her, and there were not only tears in her

voice, there were tears in her eyes. As a

piece of realistic acting, suggesting the

agony of a child's heart-broken grief, it

was perfect.

"And what shall you say to the kind

gentleman as asks you 'ow I come to die ?
"

"'
If you please, sir'" the child dropped a

curtsey "father come into the room, and

he locks the door, and 'e says to mother,
"

I 'm going to do for you, you . I Ve
often said I would, and now I will." And
mother says, "Oh, Bill, you wouldn't kill

me !

" And father says,
"

I would, by !

There 's another woman I likes better than

you, and she won't 'ave me unless I puts

you away, so I 'm going to do it." Then
father takes something out of his pocket in

a paper, and he puts it into a cup, and he

puts some gin out of mother's bottle, and

he holds the cup out to mother, and he says,

"You drink this." And mother says, "Oh,
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Bill, you wouldn't poison me !

" And father

takes hold of mother and he drags her on to

the ground, and he hits her in the face, and

he takes 'er head on 'is arm, and he says.

"Drink this, you !" If you please,

sir, I didn't see if mother drank it, father

was 'tween me and 'er.'
"

The child dropped another curtsey.

"And then the kind gentleman will say,
' What happened then, my little girl ?

' "

The prompting was from the mother
;
the

child went on

"'If you please, sir, mother begins cough-

ing, sir, and she says,
" What was it, Bill ?

"

"And father says,
* You would spit it out,

you ,
would you?' And he takes a

knife out of his pocket, and he sticks it into

mother's stomach. Oh, mother! mother!

mother !

"

The child put her hands up to her eyes,

as if to veil from them some dreadful

spectacle, and burst into an agony of childish

lamentation, which would have melted the

heart of a stoic. Her mother nodded

approbation approbation which was, in at

least one sense, well merited.

"And if the kind gentleman asks you if

ever you heard your father threaten to kill

me, what shall you say then ?
"
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" '

If you please, sir'" another curtsey
" ' he was always a saying as 'ow 'e 'd do for

'er, and mother, she used to say to me, that,

one of these days, she knew as 'ow 'e would

kill 'er, too.'
"

Another burst of lamentation, a little more
modified than before artistically. Mrs.

Drewett had sat, nursing her leg, rocking
herself backwards and forwards on the

chair, watching the performance with critical

satisfaction. It deserved watching. As a

performance it would have done credit to

what is often described, oddly enough, as

the "
regular

"
stage.

''That's right, Louisa, don't you overdo

it. Not pitching it too strong, but just

strong enough, is everythink. I never see

nothing like you, Louisa, so quick, and so

clever, and so good to your poor mother.

We '11 'ang your father, you an' me between

us only mind you don't forget a morsel of

what I Ve taught you."
"Not a morsel, mother. Don't you fear.

I '11 'ang 'im, safe as 'ouses !

"

"I don't fear I trust you, my lovey.

You 'ave another drop along o' me, my girl."

Mrs. Drewett tilted some more of the con-

tents of the bottle into the cup. She had a

good drink herself. The dregs she left for
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the child. The child enjoyed them. The
mother took something, screwed up in a piece
of paper, from the pocket of her dress.

" This is poison, my lovey certain death.

It's what your father's going to kill me
with." She giggled, tipsily. "And this is

a knife what I kep' back from that last lot

of tools of 'is I pawned the knife '11 be

enough to 'ang 'im. We '11 tie 'im up atween

us, you an' me, and we '11 do the trick as

soon as 'e comes "ome."

The mother and the child sat drinking

together, waiting and watching for the return

of the husband and the father.

II. THE FATHER

"
HOLLO, William, what are you doing here ?

You're looking down in the mouth." The

speaker was Mr. Thomas Dunn. Mr.

Drewett drew himself away from the wall,

against which he was leaning, and looked

at him. Mr. Drewett was a big, hairy man,
slow to think, and, as a rule, also slow to

speak. A stupid, blundering sort of fellow,

who always seemed to need an effort at

recollection to enable him to decide exactly

where he was.
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"
I 'm a thinking of how to kill someone.

That 's what I 'm a doing of."

Mr. Dunn looked him up and down. Mr.

Dunn knew his friend, and he saw that the

man was troubled.
"
If I was you I wouldn't think of nothing

of the kind. That sort of thinking don't

do anyone no good. What's up now,
William ?

"

"You know that there lot of tools you

chaps gived me? she's pawned "em."

"No!"
"She 'ave."
"

I thought you said you wasn't going to

take 'em home."
" More I didn't leastways, not quite

'ome. I 'id 'em on top of a old cupboard,
what 's outside our door. She must 'ave

'card me putting 'em away. Leastways,
when I got up, they was gone, and 'er with

'em. As I come along the street I met 'er

coming out o' Spratt's. She had the ticket

in 'er 'and, and the money for my tools in

'er pocket. I felt like killin' of 'er

then. Only she set up such a screechin'

all the people came a-hinterfering."
"She's a beauty!"
"

I '11 kill 'er yet. She 's done for me,
and now I '11 do for 'er for good and all."
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" Don't you go talking like that it ain't

like you at all, William. You come in and

have a pint with me. That '11 liven you up

you wants livening."

They turned into the bar. There Mr.

Drewett had a pint with Mr. Dunn. And
there Mr. Drewett met another friend.

When Mr. Dunn went off to his work Mr.

Drewett, having no work to go to, and no

tools to do it with if he had, stayed behind

with this other friend, and had a pint with

him. The liquor having loosened his tongue,
he held forth on the subject of his grievances
to the loungers in the bar. The recital so

touched the hearts of his listeners that they

sought to solace his afflictions with other
" drains

"
of beer. The result of which was

that he said things which he did not mean
to say, and which he did not mean when
he had said them, and which he never would

have said had he retained possession of his

sober senses. When a man, who is generally

insufficiently fed, has fasted through the day,
and who, besides, is nearly maddened by
domestic troubles when this man drinks a

pint or two of four-ale, it affects him much
more than it would an habitual drunkard.

As Mr. Dunn, returning homewards from

his work, glanced in at the door, he found
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Mr. Drewett still where he had left him.

Only the man was changed. He was

leaning against a corner of the bar, his

hands in his breeches pockets, his cap on

the back of his head, muttering, over and

over again,
"

I '11 kill her ! I '11 kill her !

"

as if it was a lesson which he had learnt

by heart. He was stupid with drink.

Mr. Dunn made short work of him. He
went right into the bar, and he caught him

by the arm.
"
William, I 'm ashamed of you. What 's

the good of your going on at your old

woman if you yourself goes on like this ?

You just come straight home 'long o' me."

Mr. Drewett consented to be led home,
docile as a child. The beer which he had

drunk, taking effect upon an empty stomach,

had acted as a narcotic
;
he seemed stupefied,

more than half asleep. His brain, never

remarkable for perspicuity, was in such a

state of fuddle that, as he himself declared

afterwards, he had no clear idea of what

was really happening. To him, all that

took place seemed to take place in the

confusion of a dream.

Mr. Dunn piloted him to the door of the

house which contained what Mr. Drewett

called his home. There he left him. As
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Mr. Dunn pursued his solitary way he

commented to himself
" She '11 drive him to drink, that '11 be the

end of it. She's a nice wife for a man to

have. A sound flogging or two would do
her good. If I had my way she 'd get 'em."

Meanwhile, Mr. Drewett, in a condition

of desperate muddle, was staggering and

floundering up the staircase to his "home."

III. THE UNITED FAMILY

The woman was standing up, supporting

herself, as best she could, upon her tottering

legs, pointing, with both of her trembling
hands outstretched, at the creatures which

were born of her delirium. She shrank

farther and farther away.
" There 's lots of 'em, Louisa. There 's

one just jumped down upon your 'and.

There's another creeping through a crack

in the wall, ah h !

"
she screeched.

"They're a-coming at me! don't yer let

'em touch me! don't yer!"
The child hopped about like one pos-

sessed, straining every nerve to ward off

from her mother the things which were not
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there, and all the time so serious such a

mistress of make-believe.
" All right, mother

;
I won't let 'em touch

yer don't yer be afraid !

"

The woman's mood was changed. She

crouched, her hand raised above her head,

in an attitude of eager attention. She was

listening.
" 'Ush !

" The child was still.
" There s

someone comin' up the stairs! It's him!

it 's your father ! Move yourself, my girl !

"

She herself moved quickly to the table.

She turned the contents of the paper packet,
which still lay on the table, into the cup
which was without a handle

;
she diluted it

with gin from the black bottle, stirring the

mixture with her finger. She was in a

tremor of excitement.
" I'm a-going to 'ang 'im ! I 'm a-going

to 'ang 'im ! If I am to kill myself, I'll

'ang 'im, so 'elp me gawd, I will !

" She
shook her fist at the child. "And you,

Louisa, your mother's a-going to kill 'erself

to 'ang your father, and if you forgets a

morsel of what I Ve learned yer, I '11 come
back from my grave to 'aunt yer !

"

The child's eyes glistened. Unlike her

mother, she was not excited. But it was

obvious that she was interested.
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"

I won't forget a morsel. I '11 'ang 'im,

mother
;

I swear to gawd I will !

"

The woman held up in front of her the

cup which contained the mixture.

"There's enough there to kill twenty
women. I know what 's what, though there 's

some as doesn't think it let alone a poor
broken-down old thing like me. It'll snuff

me out just like a candle
;

that it will !

"

Her voice rose to a scream. " Curse 'im,

I 'ate 'im ! I 'ate 'im ! and I allays 'ave.

'E wanted to keep me from the drink,

though 'e knowed it was the only comfort

what I 'ad, and now I '11 'ang 'im and I '11

be even with the !

"

The sentence was finished in a whirlwind

of execrations. Someone was heard floun-

dering about outside the door. The woman
lowered her voice.

" There he is ! Now, Louisa, mind you
don't forget."

The child replied in a whisper,
"

I won't

forget, mother."
" Now you 're going to see some fun

'olio !

" Someone outside lurched against

the door. " Sounds as if 'e 'd been 'aving

a drop 'isself. That '11 make it all the easier

'e never could carry 'is liquor like a man,

and they allays 'angs a bloke what murders
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'is wife when 'e 's in drink." She giggled.
The handle of the door was grasped from

without. "
Louisa, as soon as 'e 's inside,

you move yourself and turn the key ;
it '11

make it look wuss for 'im now don't you

forget!"
"
No, mother, I won't forget."

The door was opened, with sufficient

awkwardness, to admit Mr. Drewett. So
soon as he was in, the child, with impish

quickness, snatching the door from his un-

steady grasp, shut it with a bang and turned

the key. He, evidently not comprehending
the manoeuvre, lurched backwards against
the wall. Having gained its friendly sup-

port, against the wall he stayed. The
husband and the wife eyed each other

or, rather, the woman eyed her husband,

while he, so to speak, endeavoured to

obtain her focus. Mr. Drewett was not

in a condition to see anything plainly.

The woman giggled, holding all the while

the cup in her hand.
" So you're going to kill me, are you ?"

"Yes," Mr. Drewett hiccupped; "I'm

going to kill you."
"
Oh, you are, are you ? You 'ear what yer

father says, Louisa ? You mark 'is words."
"
Yes, mother, I won't forget."
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It was strange how quietly absorbed the

child appeared to be, with all her faculties

keenly alert like an intelligent child listen-

ing to an absorbing story.

"Are yer going to kill me for another

woman what yer likes better than me, are

yer ?
"

"Yes" another hiccup "I'm going to

kill yer."

The woman giggled again.
" You 'ear what yer father says, my girl ?

'E 's a-going to kill yer poor mother 'long

of another woman what he likes better nor

'er. Are you a-listenin', Louisa ?
"

"
Yes, mother, I 'm a-listenin'."

"Well, my bloke, there's enough poison
in that cup to kill twenty women, let alone

one. Are yer goin' to make me drink it ?
"

"Yes." There was a repetition of the

hiccup and of the monotonous refrain.
"

I 'm

going to kill yer."

"There yer are, then, make me drink it."

The woman held out the cup to the man
with a leer. He took it, but, obviously mis-

taking the intention with which it had been

proffered, advanced it towards his own lips.

She snatched it from him with an oath. In

doing so some of the contents was spilt.

This inflaming her to wrath, she struck him
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savagely across the face. He merely looked

at her with a fuddled stare.

"You !" With the cup held once

more in her own hand she suddenly broke

into a series of ear-splitting yells,
"
'Elp !

'elp ! 'elp ! 'E 's a-murdering me ! 'E 's a-

killing me ! 'Elp ! 'elp ! Mur-r-der-r-r !

"

As if the noise which the woman made
was not sufficient to awake the dead, the

instant she slackened, the child burst into

shrill childish lamentations.

"Oh, my poor mother! oh, my poor
mother ! Father 's killin' my poor mother !

"

When she paused the woman giggled.

She had the cup close to her lips. She

whispered
"
Now, Louisa, mind you don't forget!"

"No, mother, I won't forget."
"
Good-bye, my girl !

"

Draining, as she spoke, the contents of

the cup to the dregs, she threw the cup
from her so that it shivered into fragments
on the floor, setting up, at the same time, a

hullabaloo such as one might have thought
no single pair of human lungs would have

been capable of. Although it was impossible
for him to avoid hearing her, it was plain

that Mr. Drewett had not the faintest notion

what the bother was about. As he was
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looking at her with hazy eyes, his wife leapt
at him like a tiger-cat.

"'Elp! 'elp! 'elp !

"
she screamed. " 'E 's

killin' me ! My gawd ! Mur-der !

"

The child, rushing to the window, threw

it open, and, leaning out into the street,

caught up her mother's cry
"
Oh, my poor mother ! Father 's killin'

mother !

"

The woman bit and scratched and struck

and kicked the man, and clutched at his

hair, and sought to tear his clothes from off

him, until even Mr. Drewett was roused

from his heavy stupor, and began, in grim

earnest, to struggle with her. Hither and

thither they went, from side to side of the

room. Coming within reach of the knife

which lay upon the table, the woman
snatched it up, sending the table crashing
to the floor as she did so.

"He's stabbin' me! he's stabbin' me!"
she screamed.

The child passed the cry on into the

street.

"Oh, my poor mother! Father's stab-

bin' my mother !

"

The woman plunged the knife into her

own bosom, cutting herself with it wherever

she could.
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IV. THE ORPHAN

When the door was broken open, and the

crowd came streaming into the room, they
found the woman in what was afterwards

described as "a pool of blood," on the floor,

with her husband's knife lying at her side.

Mr. Drewett was standing near her, him-

self all drabbled with blood, his clothing in

disorder, looking distraught and wild enough
to have been guilty of a dozen murders.

Apart from the wounds which she had

received from the knife, the woman was

convulsed with agony; the "mixture" was

beginning already to take effect.

As the constable forced his way through
the excited people, the child ran to him, her

small clasped hands held up in front of her.
"
Oh, my poor mother, sir ! Father 's

killed my mother !

"

She cried as if her little heart would

break. Women cried themselves as they
heard her. There and then William Drewett

was haled, handcuffed, off to gaol.

Before night Mrs. Drewett was dead.

As she herself had said, she had taken

enough of the "mixture" to kill twenty

T
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women. Acting on such a constitution as

hers, its effect was even unusually rapid.

She gave testimony against her husband

before the end. In what was almost her

last convulsive agony, she called her daughter
to her side. The child leaned over her.

The mother gasped out a last maternal

injunction
" Louisa mind you 'ang yer

father."

The child whispered words of comfort to

her mother's soul.
" Don't you fear, mother

;
I '11 'ang 'im,

safe as 'ouses." And Louisa did.

When William Drewett was standing his

trial for the murder of his wife, the judge
remarked, in the course of his summing-up :

" There are three pieces of evidence to

which it is my duty to especially direct your
attention. First, there is the testimony of

the witness, Thomas Dunn, on the question
of premeditation ;

then there is the testimony
of the dead woman herself, which she gave
when she knew that she was dying a

moment when even the ordinarily most

loose-speaking persons realise the responsi-
bilities which may be attached to the words

which they are using; and, in the third

place, there is the testimony of the child,
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of the prisoner's own daughter, Louisa.

And, with reference to that evidence, I am
bound to say that I cannot recall a case,

within my own experience, of evidence

being given, in a court of justice, by a child

of such tender years, with greater clear-

ness, which was more to the point, and which

evinced a finer appreciation of the serious,

and, indeed, in such a case as hers, the

terrible responsibilities which are associated

with the position of a witness. For my
part, gentlemen of the jury, the evidence

of the child she is but the merest child

affected me strongly. And although in

doing so I may seem to be travelling some-

what out of my province, I would express
a hope that the case of the child, Louisa

Drewett, may commend itself to the hearts

of the charitable."

It did. Louisa Drewett became quite a

heroine. Her portrait was in all the illus-

trated papers ;
her name was on myriads

of tongues. Her career, in the future, is

likely to present features of peculiar interest.

It had a beginning of such promise !

William Drewett was found guilty, and,

after the usual delay, with all the form

which the law prescribes, was hanged by
the neck till he was dead.



IX.

HOW HE PASSED !

i. MR. STANBROUGH'S DREAM

" EATON SQUARE, W.

"DEAR MR. TYRREL, I shall call on you to-

morrow afternoon. It is of paramount importance
that I should know, with absolute certainty, if

Leonard will pass. I fear! I fear! But if you
can only assure me that he will, you will earn

the undying gratitude of yours sincerely,

"VIOLET STANBROUGH."

"Well, my dear Lady Stanbrough, I can

assure you, with absolute certainty, that he

won't." So I told myself as I perused her

ladyship's letter.
" A young man comes to

us who knows nothing, and who, while he

continues here, insists on learning less, and

then his fond mother expects us to precipi-

tate him to the head of the pass list by some

process of hankey-pankey, which, I imagine,
is supposed to be known to crammers. No,

my dear madam, had it not been for your

276
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very urgent solicitations, Young Hopeful
would have been shown the door within

four-and-twenty hours of his arrival. The
Honourable Leonard Stanbrough is a pleas-

ing combination of weakness and vice. I

doubt if he could go straight if he tried to

and I don't think he 's likely to try."

While mentally commenting on Lady
Stanbrough's letter I had rung the bell. I

told them to send young Stanbrough to me.

A minute after he came. A tall, lanky, over-

grown young man, with a lisp, an eyeglass,
and an embryo moustache.

" Here is a letter which may perhaps
interest you." I handed him his mother's

note. "What answer am I to give her lady-

ship when she comes ?
"

He took up his position on the centre of

the hearthrug with his back to the fire he

is one of the very few young gentlemen who
have ventured to take up that position when
closeted with me.

" Poor dear old girl !

"
he said. Then he

paused.
"

I admire the filial admiration which

prompts you to make the remark, Mr.

Stanbrough, but is that all you have to

say ?
"

He had been surveying the ceiling with
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his eyeglass. Now he brought his eye-

glass down to me.

"Oh, I shall pass !

"
he observed.

"Indeed? I am very glad to hear it.

Especially as it happens to be news to me.

May I ask what grounds you have for your
assertion ?

"

"
Oh, I had a dream !

"

" A dream ? I Ve no doubt you had a

dream."

"Yes, I had a dream last night." ^Latht
night," he said.)

"
I venture to conjecture that it was late

last night."
" Was rather late. Fact is, two or three

of us had supper with some of the Frivolity

girls, and I expect something they put into

the drinks gave me a kind of nightmare,
don't you know." I admired his assurance,

if I admired nothing else. I have had pupils

as to whose proceedings out of doors I

have had the gravest doubts, but I do not

remember one who was quite so frank as

her ladyship's son.
"

I Ve a suspicion," he

immediately added, "that I got beastly

drunk."

"And it is because you were drunk, or

because you had the nightmare, that you say

you will pass ?
"
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"
Well, you see it was rather a funny kind

of nightmare, don't you know."
"

I expect it had its humorous side."
"

I saw all the papers, don't you know."
" You saw what ?

"

"All the examination papers."
" The deuce, you did !

"

I looked the speaker up and down.

He appeared to be quite at his ease

vacuous as ever.

"It must have been a remarkable night-

mare, Mr. Stanbrough."
"Ya-as!"
"
May I ask you to let me understand

exactly what it is you mean?"
"
Certainly ! With pleasure ! Delighted !

I saw all the examination papers, and I

copied 'em."
"
Copied them ?

"

"
Copied 'em. Struck me as rather a

sensible kind of thing to do, don't you
know for me."

"To what examination papers are you

alluding, Mr. Stanbrough ?
"

" To the examination papers full of ques-

tions, don't you know, for the fellows to

answer, don't you know."
" Do you mean to say that you saw those

papers in a dream ?
"
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" Kind of nightmare. Expect it was

something in the drinks, don't you know."

"Are you jesting, Mr. Stanbrough ?
"

"
Jesting ! Good gracious, no !

"

He seemed positively alarmed. I am
bound to allow he was not of a humorous
turn as a rule.

"And you say you copied them ?"
" Rather ! What do you think ? Sensible

of me, wasn't it? Mind my smoking?"
" Not at all if you feel you want it. You

will soon cease to be my pupil, Mr. Stan-

brough, and far be it from me to cast a

gloom upon your latest hours. Can you
describe this nightmare ?

"

' '

I was in a room, don't you know, and

the papers were brought, don't you know,
and I copied 'em, don't you know."

"And was this in a waking nightmare ?
"

" Don't follow."
"
Oh, yes, you do ! Am I to understand

that you have had a private view of the

examination papers ?
"

"In a kind of nightmare, don't you
know."

" Mr. Stanbrough is telling you about his

nightmare, is he ! Quite an interesting story,

is it not ?
"

Martin, my partner, said this as,

unannounced, he entered the room. He had
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a bundle of papers in his hand. " Mr. Stan-

brough has been telling the story to the

whole world. He has gone farther he has

lent his copy of the papers to his friends.

This is the copy, is it not ?
"

Martin held out the bundle of papers.

Stanbrough immediately advanced. Before

Martin suspected his purpose he had snatched

them from him.
" Thanks. So they are."
" Mr. Stanbrough, you will immediately

return me those papers."

Stanbrough had placed them in his breast

pocket. He was buttoning his coat.

"Not to-day, old man. Call again to-

morrow."

Martin turned to me. He never had

taken to the Honourable Leonard. Even
her ladyship's very liberal cheques had failed

to soften the hardness of his heart.
" Mr. Tyrrel, Mr. Stanbrough appears to

have obtained, by surreptitious means, a

copy of the questions which are to be set

in examination."

The Honourable Leonard interposed.
"
Surreptitious," he said,

"
I suppose,

means nightmare."
"
Nightmare ! Mr. Stanbrough, do you

really propose to yourself to obtain the rank
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of an officer, and of a gentleman, by means
of a fraud and of a lie ?

"

"
I don't want to quarrel with you, old

man, so I think I 'd better go. Funny chap

you are, Martin, 'pon my word you are."

That was the way in which this promising

young man addressed his tutor.
" Do you mean to tell me that you copied

those papers which I just now held ?
"

"In a dream!"
" Then how comes it that the handwriting

is so different from your usual hand ?
"

"
Nightmare, don't you know. There was

something in the drinks. But I don't want

to row really now."

The Honourable Leonard made for the

door. I interposed.
" Excuse me, Mr. Stanbrough, but, at this

point, the interview can hardly close. I am

always unwilling to doubt the word of one

of my pupils, but there are occasions on

which faith becomes folly. If you have, by

any means, become acquainted with the

questions which are to be set in the exami-

nation it will be my duty to communicate

with the authorities."

The Honourable Leonard never turned a

hair. With complete nonchalance he re-

sumed his position in the centre of the
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hearthrug. For a moment he stood in an

attitude of listening. I thought he was

turning my words over in what stood for

his mind. I was mistaken.
" Here 's my mother," he said.

He had keener ears than I. Almost

before the words were spoken, without any
act of preliminary notice, the door opened,
and Lady Stanbrough came bursting in.

" Excuse me, Mr. Tyrrel, for my un-

ceremonious entrance, but they told me
I should find you up here, and Mr. Martin,

and Leonard !

'

I will show myself up,' I

said. How are you, my dear boy?" She
took the " dear boy's

"
hands in hers, and

kissed him. The " dear boy
"
showed as

many signs of reciprocity as if he had been

a pillar-box.
"

I hope, Mr. Tyrrel, that you have good
news. So muck depends upon it. I know
that he is wild, but you are so clever. Now
will he pass ?

"

"
I am sorry to have to tell you, Lady

Stanbrough, that, by fair means, he won't."

Her ladyship sank into a chair. A lace

handkerchief was raised to her eyes.
" You wicked, wicked boy ! I knew how

it would be ! Now you '11 have to emigrate,
or earn your living, or do some dreadful
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thing or other, because your father won't

pay your debts I 'm sure he won't !

"

The son did not seem much moved by his

mother's sorrow. He kept his eye and ears

fixed on the ceiling, as though all his in-

terests were centred there.
"

I am still more sorry to add," I continued,
"
that your son, knowing perfectly well that

there is no possibility of his passing by fair

means, has, I fear, resolved to resort to

fraud."
" What do you mean ?

"

I turned to the candidate for military

honours.
" Mr. Stanbrough, if you will hand me

those papers which you have in your pocket
the matter shall go no further."

" See you hanged !

"
replied the candidate.

" Leonard ! What language you use !

What is the matter now ?
"

" The matter is that Mr. Stanbrough has

obtained an advance copy of the papers
which are to be set in examination, and, for

all I know, an advance copy of the answers

too."

"What would be the use of that?" At
another time her ladyship's innocence would

have amused me.
" To be quite frank with you, Lady Stan-
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brough, I fear that Mr. Stanbrough intends

to obtain the Queen's commission by means

of fraud."
41 Leonard ! What are you doing ? I wish

you would be advised."

Young Hopeful brought his eye-glass
down to me.

" This comes of a fellow telling his

dreams," he said.
" Mr. Stanbrough, are you prepared to

swear, in a court of justice, or, for the

matter of that, in a court of honour, that

you obtained a copy of those examination

papers by means of a dream ?
"

"
I am. I don't set up to be a parson,

but I am not a liar."

His calmness rather staggered me.
" Do you mean to swear that that copy

was not obtained by means of material

agency ?
"

"
Hanged if I know about material

agency, because I don't know what material

agency is. I don't set up to be a swell,

don't you know
;
but I swear this. I swear

that I had a dream last night. I dreamt

that I was in a sort of room. A lot of the

fellows were there. They gave us a lot of

papers. I don't know what the other fellows

did with theirs, but I copied mine I do



286 MARVELS AND MYSTERIES

know that. When I woke up there

were these papers on the table. I Ve

got 'em in my pocket now, and if it's

the same to you or if it isn't ! I '11 keep
'em there."

I exchanged glances with Martin. There
was an air of greater earnestness about the

speaker than I had ever observed in him

before.
" This is a very extraordinary story which

you tell us, Mr. Stanbrough."
"

I don't know if it is or if it isn't
;

it 's

true."
"
But," put in Martin,

"
you don't tell us

how you came to know that those particular

questions were the questions which are about

to be set in examination."
" That 's where it is I don't know

;
but

I '11 chance that, anyhow. A fellow like me
doesn't have a dream like that for nothing."
"Nor how it comes if, as you say, you

copied them, that the copy is not in your

writing."
" There you are again ! Perhaps when a

fellow writes in a dream his fist is altered."
"
Perhaps," said his mother, when Martin

and I were mute,
" when you gentlemen have

quite finished, you will tell me the meaning
of it all."
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" For that, Lady Stanbrough, I must refer

you to your son."
" Come along, mother, let 's cut it. I '11

post you up as we go along that is, if

you'll drop me at the Giraffes."
"

I wish you wouldnt go to that horrible

club."
" Horrible !

" On his face was a look

of genuine surprise. "Why, it's full of

pugilists ! Good gracious, mother, how you
talk !

"

When they had gone and we let them

go, mother and son with the papers in his

pocket, Martin and I had a little discussion

on the subject of Mr. Stanbrough's "dream."
" Did you look at the papers ?

"
I asked.

"
I glanced at them. I saw enough to be

sure that they were never written by him.

They looked to me as though they had been

copied by a lawyer's clerk."
" Then you don't believe this story about

a dream ?
"

Martin hesitated or I thought
he did.

" Don't you think his volunteering
the tale was rather curious ? Supposing he

obtained them through any of the channels

through which such things are to be ob-

tained, it would have been at least more

prudent to have kept the fact of their

existence quiet."
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"

I think this." Martin's tone was dry.
"

I think that with the papers he won't pass.

I know his mental capacity, and I doubt

whether it will be possible to hammer the

proper answers, even poll
-
parrot fashion,

into his head."

"He might take a copy of the answers

with him into the room."
" He might. But I shouldn't advise him

to try. I don't think that even he is fool

enough for that. My own opinion is that

even with the aid of his
' dream

'

he won't

pass."

But he did pretty low down, but still

he passed. Not as a pupil of ours, for we
never saw him again after he departed with

his mother. We did not claim him as one

of our successes perhaps that goes without

the saying but we did take the trouble to

make sure that there had been no persona-
tion in the case. That he had been present

there can be no doubt his seat had not

been occupied by an obliging friend.

I was in Piccadilly one night last May.
It was rather late, the weather was not too

fine, and I was hurrying along, when, as

I was passing Sackville Street, a voice fell

on my ear which seemed familiar. Turning
I found myself face to face with Mr. Stan-
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brough. There was no mistaking him

and, on his part, there was no mistaking
me. He was in evening dress. His

Inverness, open in front, was thrown back

upon his shoulders, and I could see by his

face he had been drinking. At his side

was another man. He, too, was in evening
dress. He was tall and dark. He had

no one could see him without being struck

by the fact at once a pair of the most

remarkable eyes I ever remember to have

seen quite as remarkable as any of those

wonderful "orbs" which we read about in

novels, and that is saying not a little.

"Hallo!" cried Stanbrough. "Here's

old Tyrrel ! Tyrrel, how do you do ?
"

He turned to his companion.
" Hook it !

You won't get anything out of me."

His manner was particularly offensive.

But the other man did not seem to notice

it. He was regarding me with a smile.
" So this is Mr. Tyrrel, is it ? The

Mr. Tyrrel, I presume. Good-night."

Lifting his hat he sauntered away. Stan-

brough stood glaring after him till he was

lost in the crowd. Then he turned to me.
"
Hallo, Tyrrel, I haven't seen you for

an age. Sorry I can't stop now. Got an

appointment, don't you know."

u
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He hastened away, leaving me, in my
turn, smiling. Since he had donned the

epaulettes Mr. Stanbrough had evidently
not improved either in manners or in morals.

I pursued my way. I had not gone a dozen

yards when someone touched me on the

shoulder. It was the Honourable Leonard.
"

I say, Tyrrel, if that brute Lansberg
comes and tells you any lies about me,
don't you believe him he 's the greatest
liar living."

I was a little amused. The young gentle-
man was excited.

"
I don't understand you, Mr. Stanbrough.

I know no one of the name of Lansberg."
"That was Lansberg whom you saw

speaking to me. He's a thief. If he

comes to you I 'd give 'em orders not to

let him in. Keep him out in the street."

"
I am obliged to you for your advice,

Mr. Stanbrough, and for your information

as to the character of your friend. Advice

coming from such a quarter I cannot fail

to value."

I left him there, staring after me with

half-drunken eyes, as if in doubt as to the

meaning of my words. For my part I had

other and more important matter on my
mind. Almost immediately after the chance
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encounter was forgotten. When, the next

day, the servant brought me a card with

the name of "Hermann Lansberg" on it,

it recalled no associations, and it was only
when the stranger was ushered into the

room that I recognised in him the person
whom I had seen with Mr. Stanbrough,
and whom that gentleman had advised me
to keep out in the street.

III. MR. LANSBERG S EXPLANATION

Daylight revealed the fact that Mr. Lans-

berg was exceptionally good-looking, though
his was a type of beauty for which I, person-

ally, have no taste. He was too much of the

"stage hero" sort of man for me. Not

only was he dressed like a gentleman, but

he bore himself like one. And when he

spoke, I discovered that he was possessed of

that greatest of all charms a musical voice.
"

I had the pleasure of seeing Mr. Tyrrel
for the first time last night." I bowed. I

was remembering Mr. Stanbrough's words.

I felt that the less I had to do with that

young gentleman's acquaintances the better

pleased I should be. "Mr. Stanbrough,
an old friend of mine, was, I believe, an

old pupil of yours." I bowed again. "Was
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Mr. Stanbrough a diligent pupil when with

you ?
"

"
I am unable to discuss Mr. Stanbrough

with a stranger. May I ask what is your
business with me, Mr. Lansberg? I am

particularly engaged just now."

He shrugged his shoulders.
"

I am sure that Mr. Tyrrel, whose repu-
tation is known to the whole world, would

not wish to connive at a fraud."

I did not like the fellow's tone. Although
it was perfectly courteous, it yet conveyed
a sneer.

"
I do not understand you, Mr. Lansberg.

And, as I said just now, I am particularly

engaged."

"Very well, Mr. Tyrrel." He had been

taking his ease in an armchair. Now he

rose.
" Far be it from me to intrude upon

your pressing labours. I would merely
mention that I am about to inform the

Horse Guards that Mr. Stanbrough, at that

time your pupil, obtained his commission

by means of a fraud, of which fraud you
were aware. Good-day."
"Mr. Lansberg!"
He had reached the door, but he turned

again.
"Mr. Tyrrel?"
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I at once decided that the fellow's object

was blackmail. I resolved to foil him there,

at any rate.

" You are, of course, at liberty to take any

steps you please. I would merely advise you
to be careful how you mention our name."

" My dear sir, I shall not mention your
name. I have too much respect for your
character and my own. I shall merely

repeat Mr. Stanbrough's words."
" And what are they ?

"

"He tells me that he obtained an advance

copy of the examination papers. He says
that you were well aware of the fact, that

he himself was your informant. In my note

to the Horse Guards I shall mention this,

adding, that I have no doubt that Mr.

Stanbrough's story, so far as it relates to

your having a guilty knowledge of his fraud,

will be found, upon inquiry, to be unreliable."

A pretty scoundrel the fellow was. And
nice fools Martin and I had been ! If such

a story got about it might entail our ruin.
" Did Mr. Stanbrough, among his other

confidences, tell you how he came into the

possession of the papers ?
"

"
Ah, now you are coming to business !

"

The fellow sat down again, and nursed his

leg. "Now you are coming to the point !

"
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"He told us that he obtained them by
means of a dream."

"
Is it possible, then, that you were aware

that they were in his possession! But, of

course, you at once communicated with the

authorities."

"May I ask you, Mr. Lansberg, to tell

me frankly what is the purpose of your

presence here?"
"

I think you have guessed already." I

suppose I started, for he immediately added,
"
No, Mr. Tyrrel, for once your prevision

is at fault, you have guessed wrong. I

might make a pleasant little income out of

the information which I hold, but, at present,

such is not my intention. I will be frank

with you my intention is to be frank. My
purpose here is to smash my friend !

"

"Explain yourself, Mr. Lansberg."
" Does not the situation explain itself?

My reasons my reasons are my own. I

say to myself I have information which will

smash him! If I use that information it

will look a little awkward. I say, therefore,

that you shall use that information, and I

will smash him by deputy !

"

"
Really, Mr. Lansberg, you propose to

us a very pleasant office."

"If you decline, then I shall use the in-
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formation and smash you both together.

Because I can prove that you were aware

that an advance copy of the papers was in

his possession."
" He told us that he obtained them by

means of a dream."
"
Pooh, my dear sir, pooh ! Was that any

reason why you shouldn't have communi-

cated with the authorities? You were well

acquainted with his character, and the tale

was quite incredible."

I indulged in a few moments' consideration

before I answered.

"Mr. Lansberg, you are a stranger to me,
and I have no wish to pry into the reasons

which actuate your conduct. That conduct

is rather a matter for your consideration

than for mine. But with reference to this

matter of Mr. Stanbrough, I would remark

that he swore, solemnly, in our presence,
and in the presence of his mother, that he

obtained those papers by means of a dream."
" But you don't seem to see my point.

Even supposing that what he said was true,

was that a reason why you should not com-

municate with the authorities ? Don't you
see that your own story looks a little ugly ?

"

I did see it but I did not tell him so. Our
decision to forbear, which had been made in
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haste, promised to give us cause to repent at

leisure. The man went on : "I am sure you
will see that the disclosure would come more

gracefully from you. And I am so sure, that

I will be quite frank with you why should

I not? I know that those papers were not

obtained by means of a dream."
" How do you know ?

"

" Because they were obtained through me."
" Mr. Lansberg !

"

" So you see I ought to know."

The man's assurance was superb. I per-

ceived that he and his friend made a capital

pair.
" Do you mean to tell me that you

obtained those papers for Mr. Stanbrough,
and that then you come and threaten us?"

"No threat intended none at all. I

suggest what I think you will find, upon
reflection, to be the wisest course of action.

And in doing so I place, at your service,

further information gratuitously."
"
This, I suppose, is a conspiracy between

you two ?
"

"
It was. It is now going to be a con-

spiracy between us too you and I."

I have seen equally impudent men in

farces ! Never out of them !

"
If it is not trespassing unduly upon your
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courtesy, Mr. Lansberg, may I ask how you
obtained these papers for your friend ?

"

" My dear Mr. Tyrrel, I shall be delighted
to make of you a confidant, although I fear

that you will find my story almost as in-

credible as Mr. Stanbrough's. I may preface
it with the observation that the matter was

managed in such a manner that it would be

impossible to take action against me, even

on my own confession."
"

I have no doubt, from what I have seen

of you in this short interview, that the matter

was managed with exquisite skill."

" Not only skill, Mr. Tyrrel, not only
skill ! Something higher than skill. Science

knowledge power. I obtained those

papers by means of hypnotic force."
"
By means of what ?

"

"
Hypnotic force."

I am no great believer in the current

craze for undeveloped forces. And as for

some of the marvels of so-called
"
hypno-

tism," I fear that I should have to see

and test! before I believed. But I per-
ceived at a glance that here was a man who
was as likely as any other man to work such

wonders. There is something in the magic
of the eye, and this man undoubtedly pos-
sessed it. I never saw such eyes. I myself
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found it difficult to meet his glances. And
his manner, voice, and general deportment

conveyed suggestions of latent forces, which,

to me, were wholly disagreeable. Still I

began, in spite of myself, to take an in-

terest in the scamp interest which was of

a peculiar speculative kind.
"

I am afraid you will have to make your-
self clearer, Mr. Lansberg, before I am able

to grasp your meaning."
He made himself quite clear.
" Ever since I was a mere boy I have

been conscious of the hypnotic power. I

think I might even manage to hypnotise

you."
" You might find it more difficult than you

perhaps imagine."
"

I think not. I think that I might
succeed in time."

"
Suppose we return to the subject in

hand."

I did not like his tone at all !

"To the subject of the papers! With

pleasure. My first acquaintance with Mr.

Stanbrough was a hypnotic one."
" How do you mean ?

"

"It was why should I conceal it ? at

a bar. I hypnotised him then and there.

Under my direction he drank a bottle of
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brandy neat." I looked at the man who
could own to such things he might have

been talking about the weather. " Of course,

that sealed our friendship then and there."
"

It would !

"

" You mean that with a young man of

Mr. Stanbrough's stamp it would how well

you know him ! I found that my young
friend had several engaging qualities. He
was a knave who pretended to be a fool."

"You make no pretensions to folly, Mr.

Lansberg ?
"

" Not any. I am a knave self-confessed!

Why should I conceal it from a kindred

soul ?
"

I had provoked it yet I winced.

This fellow was, in his way, magnificent.
"In course of time my friend found himself

in a singularly difficult position. He had

failed before. If he failed again he might

expect no money from his father. It would

be as easy for him to swallow the monument
as to pass the examination in the ordinary

way. As friends should do, we put our

heads together. What was to be done?

Personation was played out. Besides, in

this case there were circumstances which

made the thing impossible. Could we get
a glance at the examination papers ? Easier

said than done. Curiously enough, I hap-
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pened to know the proof-reader whose duty
it was to revise those very examination

papers as they came from the press. He
was a man of the very highest character.

I invited him one day to dine with me in

the privacy of my own apartments. I asked

him, casually, whether supposing some

scamp were to offer a large sum of money
for a rough copy of those particular papers,
it would be possible to obtain one. He
explained, to my entire satisfaction, that

it would not. At that particular printing-
office things were so managed that it was

made plain, even to me, that it would be

quite impossible. As I was realising this,

an idea occurred to me which amounted to

an actual inspiration. Was it not possible
to obtain from my friend the proof-reader,
in another way, what I wanted ? And that

without his knowledge? I tried, and suc-

ceeded. I waited till the table was cleared.

Then I hypnotised him a better subject
I never had ! I told him to write down
what he remembered of the questions which

were to be set in examination. He wrote

them all down. Then I told him to write

the answers. He was a man of great erudi-

tion, and it occurred to me that, even with

the questions, we might be at a loss to find
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the answers. He answered them, every
one ! Then I gathered the papers together.

I put them in my pocket. I withdrew

the influence. And we had a glass of

wine."
"
Really, Mr. Lansberg, I don't know

which story is the more remarkable, yours
or Mr. Stanbrough's. Do you mean that

that man that proof-reader was uncon-

scious of what it was he was doing?"
" As unconscious as

"

What comparison he was going to make
I cannot say. Before the words had passed
his lips, he rose from his seat. He turned

to the door. It was opened and vMr.

Stanbrough came in ! Lansberg threw up
his arms with a gesture of burlesque melo-

drama.
" My prophetic soul ! My uncle !

"

"
I thought I should find you here, you

hound !

"
This was Mr. Stanbrough's greet-

ing to his friend. He took no notice of me.

Continuing, his hat upon his head, he stood

and glared at Mr. Lansberg. In return,

Mr. Lansberg smiled at him. "
I called at

your place. They told me where you'd

gone there 's someone there can tell me

things as well as you. I spotted your little

game." He turned to me. " Didn't I warn
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you against him? What lie has he been

telling now ?
"

Mr. Stanbrough was revealing himself in

a new light. Hitherto, so far as it had come
within my range of observation, the chief

feature in his character had been his im-

becility. Now he seemed to be rather more

of a brute than a fool. I hardly knew in

which guise I liked him least. Mr. Lans-

berg answered the inquiry which he had

addressed to me.
"

I have been telling Mr. Tyrrel,. my dear

Leonard, the whole story of your dream."
"

It 's a lie ! He can hatch up any story !

"

Advancing, Mr. Lansberg went and stood

close up to his friend. He fixed his eyes

upon his face.
"

It is no lie."

"
I say it is a lie ! Don't you touch me !

Don't you try to do anything to me, because

you can't !

"

Again the Honourable Leonard

turned to me. "He is a mesmerist, this

fellow. He has been playing the devil with

me for years. I have fed and clothed him.

He has mesmerised me, and then, when
I didn't know what I was doing, he has

made me do what he liked
;
he has robbed

me of thousands! But he can't do it any

longer ;
I have got beyond him

;
he has lost
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his power; he will never mesmerise me again
never ! So because I won't shell up to keep

him going he says he '11 smash me. But he

can't ! He tells nothing but lies ! Liar !

"

He turned upon Lansberg with the yelp
of an angry cur. Their faces were within

a few inches of each other. One, however,
was as cool as the other was hot.

" My dear Leonard, up to a certain point

you tell the truth. I have found you useful as

a subject now and then. It is true that of late

I seemed to have lost my power, but when

you say that I shall never mesmerise you

again, you are mistaken. I will mesmerise

you now ! Stand still ! and look at me !

"

The change in the man was wonderful.

He seemed to have increased in stature
;
his

eyes dilated
;

his voice was altered. The
Honourable Leonard gazed at him as though
he exercised the proverbial fascination of the

snake.
"
Lansberg !

"
he gasped.

"
Lansberg !

"

That gentleman said nothing. He seemed
to be using his utmost exertions to produce
a certain result. Raising his hands he made
some passes before the victim's face. The
Honourable Leonard visibly shuddered;
Mr. Lansberg's efforts relaxed. Smiling,
he turned to me.
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"It is true, my power is going ! I never

had to use so much force before. Still, our

young friend was wrong. He has been

mesmerised again, you see! You will now
behold that little scene with the proof-reader

performed before your eyes. Leonard, dear

boy, sit down."

He pointed to my writing-table. Without

a word or sign of remonstrance Mr. Stan-

brough crossed the room and seated himself

in front of it.

" You remember the circumstances con-

nected with those examination papers ?
"

" Yes."
" Write down a short and correct account

of all that happened, and sign it ! Nothing
extenuate, nor aught set down in malice !

I believe I have the quotation right ?
" He

turned to me with what he doubtless in-

tended should be a charming smile.
" Com-

mence, dear boy."
Mr. Stanbrough took a pen, drew a sheet

of paper towards him, and began to write.

I could scarcely believe that the scene which

was being enacted before me was not a little

performance got up for my special benefit.

" Do you mean to tell me, Mr. Lansberg,
that Mr. Stanbrough is in a state of com-

plete unconsciousness ?
"
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"Ask him yourself."

I spoke to him. "Mr. Stanbrough!"
There was no reply.

"Shake him up."
I went and laid my hand upon the

young man's shoulder.
" Mr. Stanbrough!"

I repeated. Still no reply. I was startled

when I saw his face
;
the muscles seemed

fixed and rigid. All expression had dis-

appeared he never had much, but what

little he ordinarily had was gone ;
the eyes

were staring wide open.
" Won't he answer you ?

"
Mr. Lansberg

took out a penknife ;
he opened a tiny blade.

" Stick this into him." I shrank away. "Then
if you won't, I will." Stooping, he thrust

the blade of the knife into the young man's

thigh. The Honourable Leonard never

winced
;
he continued to write with a calm-

ness which, under the circumstances, I found

unpleasant. "Will .that suffice ? or shall

I pin his hand to the table ? I 'm sure he

won't object."

I declined his offer. I was content to

see the scene played through. Whether the

unconsciousness was real or fictitious, ex-

periments of that kind did not commend
themselves to me. Lansberg kept up a

running commentary of remarks while Stan-
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brough continued writing. I was still. At
last the Honourable Leonard laid down his

pen. Wheeling round in his chair he ob-

served to Lansberg, very much as we might

imagine that an automaton would make a

similar observation
"

I have finished."
"
Thanks, dear Leonard, thanks." Mr.

Lansberg took up the paper on which he

had been writing. He read it carefully

through.
" Your composition does you

credit, Leonard and your accuracy ! Now
I think you may come back again."
With his hands he made some fresh

passes before the victim's face. Again Mr.

Stanbrough shuddered. He rose from the

chair. He seemed dazed.

"What's the matter? Where am I ? I

I thought
"

His glance fell on Mr.

Lansberg.
" Curse you ! Have you been

at me again ?
"

"
Yes, my dear Leonard, I have been at

you again. And you, too, have been at it

again. Allow me, Mr. Tyrrel, to hand you
Leonard's own, true, faithful, and particular

account of how he became possessed of

those examination papers. Now I really

think that I must say good-day. I have

only one remark to make to Mr. Tyrrel.
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It is this : if, within four-and-twenty hours,

you do not tell the story I shall. Tell

any story you please, only tell one. I feel

sure that you will perceive, upon reflection,

that it would be better for all of us if the

initiative were taken by you."
"And I, Mr. Lansberg, have but one

remark to make upon my side. If you

imagine that I should take advantage of a

confession obtained by such means as those

which I have witnessed, you are mistaken.

That is all."

I tore the paper into pieces. The pieces
I threw into the grate.

"As to that, Mr. Tyrrel as you please.

Good-day! Good-day, dear Leonard."

Bowing low, he left the room. Mr. Stan-

brough and I stared at the door through
which he had vanished.

" Good riddance to a thief," remarked his

friend.
<(

If, Mr. Stanbrough, you follow my
advice, you will follow the thief."

He followed him. His exit was certainly

the less graceful of the two.
" Now what is to be done ?

"

Later in the day I related all the circum-

stances to Martin. It was to him I put the

question.
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"First of all," he said, "where are those

pieces of paper. I mean the paper which

purports to be Mr. Stanbrough's confession."
"
They are in the grate."

" Then we must get them out of the

grate."

I happened to have had no fire in my
room that day. The fireplace was littered

with waste paper. Martin, going down on

his knees, went carefully through the litter.

I assisted him. We recovered the pieces.

Then we pasted them together on a large

sheet of foolscap much as a child might

piece together the different fragments of a

puzzle.
"

I don't understand, Martin, your motive

in doing this. I said that I would make no

use of the contents of this paper."
"Then if you won't, I shall. In dealing

with rogues honest men must make use of

whatever tools they find to hand. There,

now, I think, we have the whole of it."

Martin read it carefully through. Then he

handed it to me. " Read it, and tell me
what you think of it."

It was unmistakably in Mr. Stanbrough's

writing. It was short and to the point.

The wording was clear and simple. It

stated that the first suggestion as to the
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papers had come from Mr. Stanbrough. He
had asked his friend to obtain for him a

copy. Lansberg, as he had told me, pro-

cured one from the proof-reader while the

man was in a state of mesmeric trance a

copy both of the questions and the answers.

Stanbrough learned the answers off by heart.

When, however, it came to the actual exami-

nation he had already forgotten the greater

part of them. The result was that he only

just scraped through. All this was stated,

quite plainly and frankly, in his own scrawl-

ing caligraphy. At the bottom of the docu-

ment was affixed his name.

"A nice young man!" said Martin. "A
very nice young man ! And how he lied to

us like truth !

"

" The question is, what is the best thing
for us to do ?

"

"We will go, with this document in our

hands, to Mr. Stanbrough, and we will advise

him to send in his papers to the Horse

Guards to himself take the initiative, and

resign. I have no doubt that we shall be

able to put the matter in such a way that,

before the interview is concluded, he will

see his way to act on our advice."

We went to him then. Mr. Stanbrough
was out. We left a note, intimating that we
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should return in the morning at eleven, and

strongly advising him to be there to receive

us. This time he was in. He received us

with scant courtesy. He remained seated.

A bottle of brandy, with a tumbler half filled

with the raw spirit, was on the table at his

side.

"So it 's you, is it ? I hoped I 'd seen

the last of you."
He added some choice expletives, which

I need not particularly describe. Martin

was suave in the extreme.

"We will not unnecessarily detain you,
Mr. Stanbrough, but will come to the point
at once. We are here to advise you, for

reasons with which you are aware, to imme-

diately resign the commission which you
hold !

"

"
I thought it was something of the kind !

But it 's too late ! I 've resigned already !

"

"
I am afraid that we shall require to have

proof of that !

"

" Proof! Curse you ! What has it to do

with you ? Look at that !

"

He tossed a note across the table. Martin

picked it up, and read it. When he had

read it he passed it to me. It was a request
from Mr. Stanbrough, not too nicely worded,

for his papers. I returned it to Martin.
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Folding it up, he placed it in the pocket
of his coat.

"
I will see that it is duly despatched,"

he said.

Mr. Stanbrough made no comment upon
the action. He swore "at large." Early as

was the hour, the young man had already
been drinking freely.

" Don't think I 'm doing it because of you.
You couldn't have done anything to make
me ! I Ve done it on my own hook. I 've

come a cracker ! Stonebroke ! Owe every-
one ! And these fellows here are a lot of

card sharpers ! They think I 'm a fool

but I ain't !

"

"
I think that when you say that we could

do nothing that you forget the existence of

a certain paper."
"
Tyrrel tore it up. He said he wouldn't

use it."

"But I have pieced it together again, and

I will use it."

Mr. Stanbrough was
vjsibly

disconcerted.

He drank the brandy which was in the

tumbler.

"Use it, and be damned !

"

"And surely you are forgetting such a

factor as Mr. Hermann Lansberg."
"
Lansberg ! Lansberg 's dead !

"
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" Dead ?

"

I suppose our startled faces tickled him.

He laughed uproariously.
"
Yes, dead ! dead ! I daresay you think

I murdered him. I should have liked to,

but I didn't curse him! But he's dead!

And a jolly good job too !

"

Whether he was speaking the truth I

cannot say. Possibly he was. We asked

no questions. We should have received no

trustworthy answer if we had. We have

heard nothing of Mr. Lansberg since.

Frankly, we have not troubled ourselves

to inquire if he is dead or living. Very

shortly after, we saw that the resignation

of the Honourable Leonard Stanbrough
was gazetted.

PLYMOUTH

WILLIAM BRENDON AND SON, PRINTERS
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in the University of St. Andrews. See Books on Business.

Fielding (Henry). See Methuen's Universal Library.
Finn (S. W.), M.A. See Junior Examination Series.

b. (C. H.), M.A. CROMWELL'S ARMY: A History of the English Soldier during the
Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, and the Protectorate. Crown too. 6s.

Fisher (Q. W.), M.A. ANNALS OF SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. With numerous
Illustrations. Demv too. IQS. 6d.

FitzGerald (Edward). THE RUB'AIYAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Printed from the
Fifth and last Edition. With a Commentary by Mrs. STEPHEN BATSON, and a Biography
of Omarby E. D. Ross. Crown too. 6s. See also Miniature Library.

Flecker (W. HA M.A., D.C.L., Headmaster of the Dean Close School, Cheltenham. THE
STUDENT'SBRAVER BOOK. Part i. MORNING AND EVENING PRAYER AND LITANY.
With an Introduction and Notes. Crmvn too. 2S. 6d.

FlUX (A. W.), M.A., William Dow Professor of Political Economy in M'Gill University,
Montreal : sometime Fellow of St. John's College, Cambridge, and formerly Stanley-

Jevons Professor of Political Economy in the Owens Coll., Manchester. ECONOMIC
PRINCIPLES. Demy too. 7s. 6d. net.

Fortescue (Mrs. G.) See Little Books on Art.

Fraser (David). A MODERN CAMPAIGN; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS TELE-
GRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. Illustrated. Crown too. 6s.

Fraser (J. F.). ROUND THE WORLD ON A WHEEL. With zoo Illustrations.

Third Edition Crown too. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
French (W.). See Textbooks of Technology.
Freudenreich (Ed. VOn). DAIRY BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the Use

of Students. Translated by J. R. AINSWORTH DAVIS, M.A. Second Edition. Revised.

Fulford (H. W.),'M. A. See Churchman's Bible.

C. G., and F. C. G. JOHN BULL'S ADVENTURES IN THE FISCAL WONDER-
LAND. By CHARLES GEAKE. With 46 Illustrations by F. CARRUTHERS GOULD.
Second Edition. Crown too. zs.6d.net.

Gallichan (W. M.). See The Little Guides.
Gambado (Geoffrey, Esq.). See Illustrated Pocket Library.
Gaskell(Mrs.). See Little Library.
Gasquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See Antiquary's Books.
George (H. B.), M.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH
HISTORY. With numerous Plans. Fourth Edition. Revised, with a new Chapter
including the South African War. Crown too. 6s.

A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. Crown too. 3*. 6d.

Gibbins (H. de B.), Litt.D., M.A. INDUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORICAL
OUTLINES. With s Maps. Third Edition. Demy too. los. 6d.

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. Crmtm too. is. 6d.

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND. Tenth Edition. Revised. With
Maps and Plans. Crown too. 31.

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. Second Edition. Crowntoo. *s. 6d.
See also Commercial Series and Social Questions Series.

Gibbon (Edward). THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE.
A New Edition, edited with Notes, Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D.,

Regius Professor of Greek at Cambridge. / Seven Volumes. Demy too. Gilt top, 8*. 6</.

each. Also, Crown too. 6s. each.
MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRITINGS. Edited, with an Introduction and Notes,

by G. BIRKBECK HILL, LL.D. Crown too. 6s.

See also Methuen's Universal Library.
Gibson (E. C. S.), D.D., Vicar of Leeds. See Westminster Commentaries, Handbooks of

Theology, and Oxford Biographies.
Gilbert (A. R.). See Little Books on Art.

Godfrey (Elizabeth). A BOOK OF REMEMBRANCE. Fcap. too. 25. 6d. net.

Godley (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. Third
Edition. Fcap. too. is. 6d.

VERSES TO ORDER. Second Edition. Fcap. too. 2S.6d.
SECOND STRINGS. Fcap. too. 2s. 6d.
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Goldsmith (Oliver). THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. with 24 Coloured Plates by
T. ROWLANDSON. Royaltoo. One Guinea net.

Reprinted from the edition of 1817. Also Fcaf. 321110. With 10 Plates in Photogravure
by Tony Johannot. Leather, zs. 6d. net. See also Illustrated Pocket Library and
Methuen's Universal Library.

Goudge (H. L.), M. A., Principal ofWells Theological College. See Westminster Commentaries.
Graham (P. Anderson). See Social Questions Series.

Granger (F. S.), M.A., Litt.D. PSYCHOLOGY. Second Edition. Croivntoo. *s. 6d.
THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crown too. 6s.

Gray (E. M'Queen). GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Crown
too. 2s. 6d.

Gray (P. L.), B.Sc., formerly Lecturer in Physics in Mason University College, Birmingham.THE PRINCIPLES OF MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY : an Elementary Text-
Book. With 181 Diagrams. Crtr.vn too. 3^. 6d.

Green (G. BuCkland), M. A.
,
Assistant Masterat Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow ofSt. John's

College, Oxon. NOTES ON GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Crown, too. 35. 6d.
Green (E.T.), M.A. See Churchman's Library.
Greenidge (A. H. J.), M.A. A HISTORY OF ROME: During the Later Republic and

the Early Principate. InSix I'olumes. Demy too. Vol. I. (133-104 n.c ). ios.6d.net.
Greenwell (Dora). See Miniature Library.
Gregory (R. A.) THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to Astronomy.

With numerous Illustrations. Crown too. zs. 6d.

Gregory (Miss E. C.). See Library of Devotion.
Greville Minor. A MODERN JOURNAL. Edited by J. A. SPENDER. Crmvn too.

is. 6d. net.

Grinling (C. H.). A HISTORY OF THE GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY, 1845-95.
With Illustrations. Revised, with an additional chapter. Demy too. ioj. 6d.

Grubb (H. C.). See Textbooks of Technology.
Guiney (Louisa I.). HURRELL FROUDE: Memoranda and Comments. Illustrated.

Dewyfyiw. los. 6d. net.

Gwynn(M. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. Royal too. izs.

Hackett (JOhn).B.D. A HISTORY OF THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF CYPRUS.
With Maps and Illustrations. Demy too. 155. net.

Haddon (A. C.>, Sc.D., F.R.S. HEAD-HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE, AND BROWN.
With many Illustrations and a Map. Demy too. 15^.

Hadfield (R. A.). See Social Questions Series.

Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. G.). THE ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. With
numerous Illustrations. Second Edition, revised. Demy too. los. 6d. net.

Hall (R. N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE. With numerous Plans and Illustrations. Koyaltoo.

Hamilton (F. J.), D.D. See Byzantine Texts.

Hammond (J. L.). CHARLESJAMES FOX : A Biographical Study. Demytoo. ios.M.

Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF THE ROYAL NAVY, FROM EARLY
TIMES TO THE PRESENT DAY. Illustrated. Two Volumes. Demy toe. 7->. 6d. each.
Vol. I. 1200-1688.

Hannay (James 0.). M.A. THE SPIRIT AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN
MONASTICISM. Civrvn too. 6s.

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Crown too. 3 jt. 6d. net.

Hare, (A. T.), M.A. THE CONSTRUCTION OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS.
With numerous Diagrams. Demy too. 6s.

Harrison (Clifford). READING AND READERS. Fcap.too. is.6d.

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). See Little I ibrary.

HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. Crown too. is.net.

Heath (Frank R.). See The Little Guides.

Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's Library.
Hello (Ernest). STUDIES IN SAINTSHIP. Translated from the French by V. M.

Henderson^B. WJ? FelioW'of Exeter College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND PRINCIPATE
OF THE EMPEROR NERO. With Illustrations. Demy too. los. 6d. net.

Henderson (T. P.). See Little Library and Oxford Biographies.
Henley (W. E ). E-NGLISH LYRICS. Second Edition. Crown too. zs.6d.net.

Henley (W. E.) and Whibley (C.). A BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE. Crown too.

HenSOn?H.'if.), B.D., Canon of Westminster. APOSTOLIC CHRISTIANITY: As Illus-

trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the Corinthians. Cro~wn too. 6s.
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LIGHT AND LEAVEN : HISTORICAL AND SOCIAL SERMONS. Crown 8. 6s.

DISCIPLINE AND LAW. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6ti.

Herbert (George). See Library of Devotion.
Herbert Of Cherbliry (Lord). See Miniature Library.
Hewins (W. A. S.), 15. A. ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN-
TEENTH CENTURY. Crmvn Zvo. is. 6d.

HeyWOOd (W.). PALIO AND PONTE: A Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated.

Royal %vo. 2JS.net.

Hilbert (T.). See Little Blue Books.
Hill (Clare), Registered Teacher to the City and Guilds of London Institute. See Textbooks

of Technology.
Hill (Henry), B.A., Headmaster of the Boy's High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. Cr<nvn 8<7. 3 s. 6d.

This book has been specially written for use in South African schools.

Hillegas (Howard C.). WITH THE BOER FORCES. With 24 Illustrations. Second
Edition. Crtnvn &vo. 6s.

HObhOUSe (Emily). THE BRUNT OF THE WAR. With Map and Illustrations.

Crown %vo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
HObhouse (L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE.
Demy %vo. lot. 6d. net.

Hobson ( J. A,), M.A. INTERNATIONAL TRADE : A Study of Economic Principles.
Crown Si'o. is. 6d. net. See also Social Questions Series.

Hodgkin (T.), D. C. L. See Leaders of Religion.

HOgg (Thomas Jefferson). SHELLEY AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by
R. A. STREATFEILD. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. net.

Holden-StOne (O. de). See Books on Bus- less.

Holdich (Sir T. H.). K.C.I.E. THE INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a Personal
Record of Twenty Years. Illustrated. DemySvo. ias.6if.nef.

HoldSWOrth (W. S.), M.A. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH LAW. In. Two Volumes.
Vol. I. Demy 8vo. 10$. 6d. net.

Holyoake (0. J.). See Social Questions Series.

Hoppner. See Little Galleries.

Horace. See Classical Translations.

Horsburgh (E. L. S.), M.A. WATERLOO : A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans.

Second Edition. CrotvnZvo.
5.5-. See also Oxford Biographies.

Horth(A. C.)., Master of Art and Manual Training Departments, Roan School, Greenwich.
See Textbooks of Technology.

Horton ( R. F. ), D. D. See Leaders of Religion.
Hosie (Alexander). MANCHURIA, with
Demy 8vo. js._6d. net.

Illustrations and a Map. Second Editio

HOW (F. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOLMASTERS. With Portraits and Illustrations.

Dtmy Svo. 75. 6d.

Howell (G.). See Social Questions Series.

Hudson (Robert). MEMORIALS OF A WARWICKSHIRE VILLAGE. With many
Illustrations. DemyZvo. 15.1. net.

Hughes (C. E.). THE PRAISE OF SHAKESPEARE. An English Anthology. With
a Preface by SIDNEY LEE. Demy Svo. 3$. 6d. net.

Hughes (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction and
Notes by VERNON RHNDALL. Leather. Royal j2iff. 2j. 6d. net.

Hutchinson (Horace G.). THE NEW FOREST. Described by. Illustrated in colour
with 50 Pictures by WALTER TYNDALE and 4 by Miss LUCY KEMP WELCH. Large Demy
8v0. 2U. net.

Button (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of Religion.
Hutton R. H.). See Leaders of Religion.
Button (W. H.I, M.A. THE LIFE OF SIR THOMAS MORE. With Portrait,.

Second Edition. Crown 8v<>. ss. See also Leaders of Religion.
Hyett(F. A.). A SHORT HISTORY OF FLORENCE. Demy Zvo. 7s.6d.net.
Ibsen (Henrii). BRAND. A Drama. Translated by WILLIAM WILSON. Third Edition.
Crown Svo. 3*. 6d.

Inge (W. R.), M.A., Fellox- and Tutor of Hertford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN MYS-
TICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 1899. Demy Zvo. us. 6d. net. See also Library of
Devotion.

Innes (A. D.). M.A. A HISTORY OF THE BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and
Plans. Crown 8ro. 6s.
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Jackson (S.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

Jackson (F. Hamilton). See The Little Guides.
Jacob (F.), M.A. See Junior Examination Series.

Jeans ( J. Stephen). See Social Questions Series.

Jeffreys (D. Gwyn). DOLLY'S THEATRICALS. Described and Illustrated with 24
Coloured Pictures. Super Royal i6f>ia. zs. 6d.

JenkS (E.), M.A., Reader of Law in the University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL
GOVERNMENT. Crown &vo. zs. 6d.

JeSSOpp (Augustus), D.D. See Leaders of Religion.
JCVOns(F.B.), M.A., Litt.D., Principal of Hatfield Hall, Durham. See Churchman's Library

and Handbooks of Theology.
Johnson (Mrs. Barham). WILLIAM BODHAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS.

With Illustrations. Demy 8vo. los. 6d. net.

Johnston (Sir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 200
Illustrations and Six Maps. Second Edition. Crown ^to. iSs. net.

Jones (H.). See Commercial Series.

Jones (L. A. Atherley), K.C., M.P., and Bellot (Hugh H. L.). THE MINERS'
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES' REGULATION ACTS. Crown Zvo. vs. 6d. net.

Jonson (Ben). See Metbuen's Universal Library.
Julian (Lady) Of Norwich. REVELATIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by GRACE

WAKRACK. Crown Sva. 33. 6d.

Juvenal. See Classical Translations.

Kaufmann (M.). See Social Questions Series.

Keating (J. F.), D.D. THE AGAPE AND THE EUCHARIST. Crown Zvo. 3*. 6d.

KeatS (John). THE POEMS OF. Edited with Introduction and Notes by E. de Selm-
court, M.A. Demy Svo. ?s. 6d. net. See also Little Library and Methuen's Univer.-al

Library.
Keble (John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. With an Introduction and Notes by W.

LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illustrated by R. AN.VING BELL. Third Edition.

Fcap. &vo. 3$. fid.,; padded morocco, 5.?. See also Library of Devotion.

KempiS (Thomas A). THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by DEAM
FARKAR. Illustrated by C. M. GERE. Third Edition. Fcap.?>vo. y.dd.; padded mor-
occo, $s. See also Library of Devotion and Methuen's Universal Library.
Also Translated by C. BIGG, D.D. CrtnvnSvo. 3.1. 6d.

Kennedy (James HOllghtOn), D.D., Assistant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN-
THIANS. With Introduction, Dissertations and Notes. Croivn Svo. 6s.

KCStell (J. D.). THROUGH SHOT AND FLAME : Being the Adventures and Experi-
ences of J. D. KESTELL, Chaplain to General Christian de Wet. Crown Bvi>. 6s.

Kimmins (C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Illustrated.

Croivn &V0. zs. (xi.

KinglakC (A. W.). See Little Library.

Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK -ROOM BALLADS. 73n/ Thousand. Cr. too.

Twentieth Edition. (>s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE SEVEN SEAS, tend Thousand. Ninth Edition. Crown &vo, gilt top, 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE FIVE NATIONS. 41^ Thousand. Second Edition. Crown Sz-o. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth Edition. CrownZvo. Buckram. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

KnOWling (R. J.), M.A., Professor of New Testament Exegesis at King's College, London.
See Westminster Commentaries.

Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS OF. Edited by E. V. LUCAS. With
Numerous Illustrations. / Seven Volumes. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. each.

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. With over 100 Illustrations by A. GARTH JONES, and an Intro-

duction by E. V. LUCAS. Demy 8va. IDS. 6ii.

THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS : An 1805 Book for Children. Illustrated by
WILLIAM MULKEADY. A new edition, in facsimile, edited by E. V. LUCAS, is. 6d.

See also Little Library.
Lambert (F. A. H.). See The Little Guides.

LambrOS (Professor). See Byzantine Texts.

Lane-Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully
Illustrated. Crown &vo. 6s.
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Langbridge (F.) M.A. BALLADS OF THE BRAVE: Poms of chivalry.

Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 2J. 6d.

Law (William). See Library of Devotion.

Leach (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE. A Biography. With 12 Illustrations.

Detny'&vo. iis.ftd.net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
*Le (Captain L. Melville). A HISTORY OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. CrvwnSvo.

Leigh (Perc'ivalX THE COMIC ENGLISH GRAMMAR. Embellished with upwards of

So characteristic Illustrations by JOHN LEECH. Post 163110. zs. 6.7. net.

Lewes (V.B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER. Illustrated. Crown Svo. 2*. 6d.

Lisle (Fortune"e de). See Little Books on Art.

Littlehales (H.). See Antiquary's Books.

Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER-BUILDER.
Second Edition. Crou<n?,vo. 3*. fxi. See also Leaders of Religion.

Locke (John). See Methuen's Universal Library.
LOCker (F.X See Little Library.
LOngfellOW (H. W.) See Little Library.
Lorimer (George Horace). LETTERS FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT TO
HIS SON. Twelfth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition. Crown ^t-o. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
LOVer (Samuel). See Illustrated Pocket Library
E. V. L. and C. L. G. ENGLAND DAY 15Y DAY : Or. The Englishman's Handbook to

Efficiency. Illustrated by GEORGE MORROW. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 4/0. is.net.

A burlesque Year- Book and Almanac.
LUCaS (E. V.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES LAMB. With numerous Portraits and Illus-

trations. Two J'ols. Demy Svo. ais. net.

Lucian. See Classical Translations.

Lyde (L. W.). M.A. See Commercial Series.

Lydon (Noel S.). See Junior School Books

Lytteltqn^Hon. Mrs^A.)._ WOMEN^ANIT;,THKIR WORK. CV<w8ro. ?*.(,</.

C. Me*
M. M. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT TO WEAR. O<w &vo, is. net.

Macaulay(Lord). CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by r

TAGUE, M.A. Three Volumes. Cr. Bv
The only edition of this book completely annotated.

M'Allen (J. E. B.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

MacCullOCh (J. A.). See Churchman's Library.
MacCunn (F.). See Leaders of Religion.
McDermOtt, (E. E.), Editor of the Railway Ntwt, City Ediloi of the Daily Xcws. See

Books on liu>iness.

JVI'Dowall (A. S.). See Oxford Biographies.
Mackay (A. M.). See Churchman's Library.
Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A PRIMER OF WORDSWORTH. Cr<nv*lvo. ts. 6J.

MahaffV (J. P.), Litt.D. A HISTORY OF THE EGYPT OF THE PTO1.KMI1 .

Fully Illustrated. Crowtitoo. 6s.

Maitland(F. W.). LL.D., Downing Professor of the Laws of England in the University of

Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENGLAND. RoyalS. 7s. 6<f.

Maiden (H. E), M.A. ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion to the History of England.
Crown &v0. $s. 6<t.

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS AND DUTIES. Cra-.vn 3r-<>. w. 6</.

Marchant (E. C.), M.A., Fellow of Peterhouse, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHOLOGY.
Second Edition. Crown Zvo. $s. 6d.

Marchant (E. C.), M.A.. and Cook (A. M.), M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANS-
LATION. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. y, 6d.

, Univer.-al Library.
Dhn's College, Caml.rid Se. THE SCIENTIFIC
'tion. Illustrated. Crown %vo. 6s.

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. With numerous Illustrations. Crotvn Zvo, 6s.

LA11U.N. Second Kdition. Lroicntlvo.
Marlowe (Christopher). See Methuen's i

Marr (J. E.), F.R.S., Fellow of St johi
STUDY OF SCENERY. Second Editio

Marvell (Andrew). See Little Library.
Maskell (A.) See Connoisseur's Library.
Mason (A. J.), D. D. See Leaders of Religion.
Massee (George). THE EVOLUTION Or PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. With

Illustrations. Crown Zve. ss. 6(f.
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Masterman(C. F. o.), M.A. TENNYSON AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER, o. svo. -6s.

May (PMl). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. Second Edition. i,to. rs.net.
Mellows (Emma s.). A SHORT STORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. CrownSvo.

3*. 6d.

Michell (E. B). THE ART AND PRACTICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photogravures
by G. L. LODGE, and other Illustrations. Demy Svo. IDS. 6rf.

-MillaiS (J. Q.). THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS,
President of the Royal Academy. With 319 Illustrations, of whirh 9 are in Photogravure.
New Edition. Demy Sro. 75. 6ct. net.

MillaiS (Sir John Everett). See Little Galleries.

MilliS(C. T.), M.I.M.K., Principal of the Borough Polytechnic College. See Textbooks of

Technology.
Milne (J.G.), M.A. A HISTORY OF ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. CrwonSvo. 6s.

Milton, John, THE POEMS OF, BOTH ENGLISH AND LATIN, Compos'cl at several
times. Printed by his true Copies.
The Songs were set in Musick by Mr. HENRY LAWES, Gentleman of the Kings Chappel,

and one of His Majesties Private Musick.
Printed and publish'd according to Order.
Printed by RUTH RAWORTH for HUMPHREY MOSELEY, and are to be sold at the signe of the

Princes Armes in Pauls Churchyard, 1645.
See also Little Library and Methuen's Universal Library.

MincMn (H. C.), M.A. See Little Galleries.

Mitchell (P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Crown &TO. 6s.

A text-book designed to cover the Schedule issued by the Royal College of Physicians
and Surgeons.

' Moil (A.).' See Books on Business.

MoiT (D. M.). See Little Library.
Moore (H. E.). See Social Questions Series.

Moran (Clarence G. ). See Books on Business.

More (Sir Thomas). See Methuen's Universal Library.
MorflU (W. R.), Oriel College, Oxford. A HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. With Maps and Plans. Crown Zw. 3*. M.

Morich(R. J.), late of Cl' ton College. See School Examination Series.

Morris (J. E.). See The Litde Guides.

Morton (MiSS Anderson). See Miss Brodrick.

Motile (H. C. G.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Durham. See Leaders of Religion.
Muir (M. M. Pattison), M.A. THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Elementary

Principles of Chemistry. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6<f.

Mundella (V. A.), M.A. SeeJ. T.Dunn.
Munro (R.), LL D. See The Antiquary's Books.
Naval Officer (A). See Illustrated Pocket Library.
Neal (W. G.). See R. N. Hall.

Newman (J. H.) and Others. See Library of Devotion.

NiChOlS (J. B. B.). See Little Library.

NIcklin(T.), M.A. EXAMINATION PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. CrownSvo. 2*.

NimrOd. See Illustrated Pocket Library.
Northcote (James), R.A. THE CONVERSATIONS OF JAMES NORTHCOTE,

R.A., AND JAMES WARD. Edited by ERNEST FLETCHER. With many Portraits.

Demy Zvo -LOS. 6rf.

*Norway(A. H.), Author of 'Highways and Byways in Devon and Cornwall.
1 NAPLES.

With 24 Coloured Illustrations by MAURICE GREIFFENHAGEN. A New Edition. Crown

Novalis.
'

THE DISCIPLES AT SAlS AND OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss
UXA BIRCH. Fcap. Svy. y. 6d,

Oliphant (MrsJ. See Leaders of Religion.
Oman (C. W. C.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART OF
WAR. Vol. n.: The Middle Ages, from the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. Illus-

trated. Demy 8vo. IOT. 6d net.

Ottley (E. L.), D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford and Canon of Christ Church.
See Handbooks of Theology'and Leaders of Religion.

Owen (Douglas), Barrister-at-Law, Secretary to the Alliance Marine and General Assurance

Company. See Books on Business.

Oxford (M. N.), of Guy's Hospital, A HANDBOOK OF NURSING, Second Edition.
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Fakes (W. C. 0.). THE SCIENCE OF HYGIENE. With numerous Illustrations. Demy

Palmer'(Frederick). WITH KUROKI IN MANCHUPIA with many illustrations.
Second Edition. Demy Zvo. js. fxi. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Parker (Gilbert). A LOVER'S DIARY : SONGS IN SEQUENCE. Fcofi.Zvo. 5*.

Parkinson (John). PARADISI IN SOLE PARADISUS TERRISTRIS, OR A
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEASANT FLOWERS. Folio. 5, $s. net.

Also an Edition of 20 copies on Japanese vellum. Ten Guineas ntt.

HKLIO-TROPES, OR NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625.Paraenter (John). HKLIO-TROPES, OR NEW
Edited by PERCIVAL LANDON. Quarto. 3.?. &d. net.

Parmentier (Prof Leon). See Byzantine Texts.

Pascal. See Library of Devotion.
Paston (Qeorge). SOCIAL CARICATURES OF THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY.

Imperial Quarto. 2, i2S. 6d. net. See also Little Books on Art and Illustrated Pocket

Paterson(W.R.)(Benjamin Swift). LIFE'S QUESTIONINGS. Crown Zvo. 3s.6</.Het.

Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in

Colour by F. SOUTHGATE. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Peacock (N.). See Little Books on Art.

Pearce (E. H.), M.A. ANNALS OF CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. With many Illustra-

Peary (R. EJ^Gofd Medallist of the Royal Geographical Society. NORTHWARD OVER
THE GREAT ICE. With over 800 Illustratirns. avals. Royal Zvo. 32*. net.

Peel (Sidney), late Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Commission
on the Licensing Laws. PRACTICAL LICENSING REFORM. Second Editio,,.

Crown Zvo. is. ftd.

Peters (J. P.), D.D. See Churchman's Library.
PetriefW.M. Flinders), D.C.L., LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at University College. A
HISTORY OF EGYPT, FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES TO THE PRESENT DAY Fully
Illustrated. In six volumes. Crown 6vo. 6s. each.

VOL. i. PREHISTORIC TIMES TO XVlTH DYNASTY. Fifth Edition.
VOL.H. THE XVIlTH AND XVIIlTH DYNASTIES. Fourth Edition.
VOL. Hi. XIXTH TO XXXTH DYNASTIES.
VOL. iv. THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. J. P. MAHAFFY, Litt.D.

VOL. v. ROMAN EGYPT. J. G. MILNE, M.A.
VOL. vi. EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. STANLEY LANF-POOLE, M.A.
RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN ANCIENT EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. Crown

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL EL AMARNA TABLETS. Crown Sro.

2*. 6V/.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by TRISTRAM ELLIS. In Two Volumes. Crmvn Zvo.

3* g,/ gach
EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With 120 Illustrations. Croitm Zvo. 3s. 6d.

Phillips (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies.
PhillpOttS (Eden). MY DEVON YEAR. With 38 Illustrations by J. LEY PETHYBRIDT.E.

Second and Cheater Edition. Large Crown Zvo. 6s.

Pienaar (Philip). WITH STEYN AND DK WET. Second Edition. CrownZvo. y.6d.
PlautUB. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com-

mentary-by W. M. LINDSAY, Fellow ofJesus College, Oxford. Demy Zi'o. 10*. 6d. net.

PlOWden-WardlaW ( J. T.), B.A., King's Coll. Camb. See School Examination Series.

POCOCk (Roger). A FRONTIERSMAN. Third Edition. Crown %vo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
POdmore (Frank). MODERN SPIRITUALISM. Two Volumes. Demylvo. its.net.

A History and a Criticism.

Poer(J. Patrick Le). A MODERN LEGIONARY. Cn>wzvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Pollard (Alice). See Little Books on Art.

Pollard (A. W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. With many Illustration-. Demy tov.

75. 6d. net.

Pollard (Eliea F.). See Little Books on Art.

Pollock (David). M.I.N. A., Author of 'Modern Shipbuilding and the Men engaged in it,

etc., etc. See Books on Business.

Potter (M. C.), M.A.. F.I-.S. A TEXT-BOOK OFAGRICULTURAL BOTANY. Illus-

trated. SectnJ Edition. Cr<nun Zvo. 41. dd.
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Potter Boy (An Old). WHEN i WAS A CHILD. Crown too. w.
pradeau(G.). A KEY TO THE TIME ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE COMEDY.

With a Dial. Small quarto. 3*. 6d.

Prance (G.). See R. Wyon.
Prescott (0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Crown too.

S.T. f>d. net.

Price (L. L.), MJ
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth Edition'.' Crown too. 'ss. 6d.

ice (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH

Primrose (Deborah). A MODERN BCEOTIA. Crown too. 6s.

PROTECTION AND INDUSTRY. By various Writers. Crown too. it. 6<t. net.

Pugin and Rowlandson. THE MICROCOSM OF LONDON, OR LONDON IN MINIA-]
TURK. With 104 Illustrations in colour. / Three I'ol-umes. Small ^to. 3, 3*. net.

'Q'(A. T. Quiller Couch). THE GOLDEN POMP. A Procession of English Lyrics.
1

Second Edition. Crown fc-o. as.6d.net.
QuevedO VillegaS. See Miniature Library-.
G.R. and E. S. THE WOODHOUSE CORRESPONDENCE. Crown too. 6s.

Rackham (R. B.), M.A. See Westminster Commentaries.
Randolph (B. W.), D.D., Principal of the Theological College, Ely. See Library of Devotion.
Rannie(D. W.), M.A. A STUDENT'S HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr. too. v . M.
Rashdall (Hastings), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOCTRINE
AND DEVELOPMENT. Crown too. 6s.

Rawstorne (Lawrence, Esq.). See Illustrated Pocket Library.
A Real Paddy. See Illustrated Pocket Library.
Reason (W.), M.A. See Social Questions Series.

Redfern (W. B.), Author of ' Ancient Wood and Iron Work in Cambridge,' etc. ROYAL
AND HISTORIC GLOVES AND ANCIENT SHOES. Profusely Illustrated in

colour and half-tone. Quarto, 2, 2s. net.

Reynolds. See Little Galleries.

Roberts (M. E.). See C. C. Channer.

Robertson, (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Bampton Lectures
of 1901. Dentvtoo. i2s.6d.net.

Robertson (C. Grant), M.A., Fellow of All Souls' College, Oxford, Examiner in the Honour
School of Modern History, Oxford, 1901-1004. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, AND
CONSTITUTIONAL DOCUMENTS, 1660-1832. Demy too. tos. 6d. net.

*Robertson (Sir G.S.)K. C.S.I. CHITRAL: The Story of a Minor Siege. With numerous
Illustrations, Map and Plans. Fo^^rth Edition. Crown too. 25. 6<t. net.

Robinson (A. W.), M.A. See Churchman's Bible.

Robinson (Cecilia). THE MINISTRY OF DEACONESSES, with an introduction by
the late Archbishop of Canterbury. Crown too. y. 6d.

ROChefOUCauld (La), See Little Library.
Rodwell (G.), B.A. NEW TESTAMENT GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With a

Preface by WALTER LOCK. D.D., Warden of Keble College. Fcafi. too. y. 6d.

Roe (Fred). ANCIENT COFFERS AND CUPBOARDS : Their History and Description.
With many Illustrations. Quarto. 3, 31. net.

Rogers (A. G. L.), M.A., Editor of the last volume of 'The History of Agriculture and
Prices in Engand.

'

See Books on Business.

Romney. See Little Galleries.

ROSCOe(E. S.). ROBERT HARLEY, EARL OF OXFORD. Illustrated. Demy too. 7s.6<t.

This is the only life of Harley in existence.

See also The Little Guides.
Rose (Fdward). THE ROSE READER. With numerous Illustrations. Crown too.

2S. 6d. A ho in 4 Parts. Parts /. and //. 6it. each ; Part ///. 8d. ; Part IV. lod.

Ruble (A. E.), D.D., Head Master of College, Eltham. See Junior School Books.

Russell (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. With
Illustrations by F. BRANGWYN. Fourth Edition. Crown to-o. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
St. Anselm. See Library of Devotion.
St. Augustine. See 1 .ibrary of Devotion.
' Saki '

(H. Munrp). R EGI NALD. Second Edition. Fcap. too. 2s. 6d. net.

Sales (St. Francis de). See Library of Devotion.
Salmon (A. L.). A POPULAR GUIDE TO DEVON. Medium too. 6d.net. See also

The Little Guides.

Sargeaunt (J.), M.A. ANNALS OF WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. With numerous
Illustrations. Demy too. 7.?. 6d.

Sathaa (C.). See Byzantine Texts
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Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts.

Scott, (A. M.) WINSTON SPENCER CHURCHILL. With Portraits and Illustration!.

Crown Svo. 31 . 6d.

Seeley (H. G.) F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE AIR. With many Illustrations. Cr. Sva. 6s.

Seiincourt (E. de), M.A. THE POEMS OF JOHN KEATS, with an introduction
and Notes, and a Portrait in Photogravure. Demy Svo. -js. 6d. net.

Sells (V P ) M.A. 'HIE MECHANICS OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Cr. Sw. as. 6tf.

SelOUS (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. ORD.
Third Edition. Fcap. 8m 2S. 6d.

Settle (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF SOLDIERS. Crown too. v. M. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Shakespeare (William).
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664; 1685. Each Four Guineas net, or a complete

set, Twelve Guineas net.

The Arden Shakespeare.
Demy Svo. 25. 6d. net each volume. General Editor, W. J. CRAIG. An Edition of

Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual Notes, and a

Commentary at the foot of the page.
HAMLET. Edited by EDWARD DOWDEN, Litt.D.

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by EDWARD DOWDEN, Litt.D.
KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. CRAIG.

JULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. MACMILLAN, M.A.
THE TEMPEST. Edited by MORETON LUCE.
OTHELLO. E Hted by H. C. HART.
TITUS ANDRONICUS. Edited by H. B. BAILDON.
CYMBELINE. Edited by EDWARD DOWDEN.
THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. Edited by H. C. HART.
A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM. Edited by H. CUNINGHAM.
KING HENRY V. Eoited by H. A. EVANS.
ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. Edited by W. O. BRIGSTOCKE.
THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. Edited by R. WARWICK BOND.
TIMON OF ATHENS. Edited by K. DF.IGHTON.
The Little Quarto Shakespeare. Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes.

Pott iftmo. In 40 Volumes. Leather, price is. net each ~>oli<tt.

See also Methuen's Universal Library.
Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Crown too. 2*. M.
Sharp (Mrs. E. A.). See Little Books on Art.

ShedlOCk (J. 8.). THE PIANOFORTE SONATA: Its Origin and Development.
Crown too. 5*.

Shelley (Percy B.). ADONAIS ; an Elegy on the death of John Keats, Author of
'

Endymion,' etc. Pisa. From the types of Didot, 1821. zs.net.
See also Methuen's Universal Library.

Sherwell (Arthur). M.A. See Social Questions Series.

Shipley (Mary E.). AN ENGLISH CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILDREN.
With a Preface by the Bishop of Gibraltar, late Professor of Ecclesiastical History at King's
College, London. With Maps and Illustrations. Parti. Crmvntoo. is.6d.net.

SiChel (Walter). DISRAELI : A Study in Personality and Ideas. With 3 Portrait
Demy too. izs. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
See also Oxford Biographies.

Sime (J.). See I .ittle Books on Art.

Simonson(Q. A.). FRANCESCO GUARDI. With 41 Plates. Royal/olio. 2, is. net.

Sketchley (R. E. D.). See Little Books on Art.

Sklpton (H. P. K.). See Little Books on Art.

Sladen (Douglas). SICILY. With over 200 Illustrations. Crtmmtoo. 5*. net.

Small (Evan), M.A. THE EARTH. An Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated.
Crown 87-0. 2j. 6d.

SmallwOOd, (M. G.). See Little Books on Art.

Smedley (F. E). See Illustrated Pocket Library.
Smith (AdamX THE WEALTH OF NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction and

numerous Notes by EDWIN CANNAN, M.A. Two relumes. Demy Zro. 21 s. net.

See also Methuen's Universal Library.
Smith (Horace and James). See Little Library.
Snell(F. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. Illustrated. Crtnvn 8m Cs.

Sophocles. See Classical Translations.
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SOIHet (L. A.), Modern Language Master at King Edward School, Birmingham.
See Junior School Books.

South (Wilton E.), M.A. See Junior School Books.
Southey (R.) ENGLISH SEAMEN. Edited, with an Introduction, by DAVID HANNAV.

Vol. I. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, Cavendish). Second Edition. CrownSvo. 6s.
Vol. n. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville, Essex, and Raleigh). Crown Svo. 6s.

Spence (C. H.), M.A., Clifton College. See School Examination Series.
Spooner (W. A.), M. A., Warden of New College, Oxford. See Leaders of Religion.
Stanbridge (J. W.), B.D., late Canon of York, and sometime Fellow of St. John's College,

Oxford. See Library of Devotion.
'Stancliffe.' GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S. Second Edition. Feat. Svo. if.

Stedman (A. M. M.), M.A.
INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elementary Accidence. Seventh Edition. Fcap. Svo. is.

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Eighth Edition. Crown Svo. 2!
FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and Vocabulary.

Sixth Edition revised. iSmo. is. 6d.
EASY SELECTIONS FROM CAESAR. The Helvetian War. Second Edition. iSmo. is.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Part i. The Kings of Rome. 18*0. Second
Edition, is. 6d.

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Tenth Edition. Fcap.
Svo. is. 6d.

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. Third
Edition. Crown Svo. is.

EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With Vocabulary. Ninth and Cheaper Edition, re-

written. Crown Svo. is. 6d. Original Edition, 2s. 6d. KEY, 35. net.
THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : Rules and Exercises. Second Edition.
Crown Svo. is. 6d. With Vocabulary. 2$.

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous Latin Exercises on Common Rules and Idioms.
Fourth Edition. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. With Vocabulary. 25. Key, 2S. net.

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION: Arranged according to Subjects.
Twelfth Edition. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d.

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS, i&mo. Second Edition, is.

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, revised. iSmo. is.

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crown Svo. ,s. 6d.

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Third Edition, revised.

Fcap. Svo. is. 6d.

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION. Arranged according to Subjects.
Third Edition. Fcap. Svo. is. dd.

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. For the use of Schools. With Introduction,
Notes, and Vocabulary. Third Edition. Fcap. Svo. 2S. 6d.

STEPS TO FRENCH. Sixth Edition. iSmo. S<t.

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Sixth Edition, revised. Crown Svo. is.

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Fifth Edition.
revised. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d.

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELEMENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabulary.
Fourth Edition. Crown Svo. 2S. 6d. KEY. 3*. net.

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION: Arranged according to Subjects.

Twelfth Edition. Fcap. Svo. is.

Steel (R. Elliott), M.A., F.C.S. THE WORLD OF SCIENCE. Including Chemistry,
Heat, Light, Sound, Magnetism, Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology, Astronomy,
and Geology. 147 Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 2S. 6d. See also School
Examination Series.

Stephenson (C.), of the Technical College, Bradford, and SuddardS (F.) of the Yorkshire

College, Leeds. ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. Illustrated.

Demy Svo. Second Edition, ys. 6d.

Stephenson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN FAITH
Crown Svo. js. 6d.

Sterne (Laurence) See Little Library.

Sterry (W.), M.A. ANNALS OF ETON COLLEGE. With numerous Illustrations.

Demy Svo. 7S. 6d.

Steuart (Katherine). BY ALLAN WATER. Second Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

Stevenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO HIS
FAMILY AND FRIENDS. Selected and Edited, with Notes and Introductions, by
SIDNEY COLVIN. Sixth and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. i2s.

A3
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LIBRARY EDITION. Demy too. 2 vols. ass. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched Portrait by WILLIAM STRANG. Fourth Edition.
Crown too. Buckram. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See G. Balfour.

Stevenson (M. L). FROM SARANAC TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters written

by Mrs. M. I. STEVENSON during 1887-8 to her sister, Miss JANE WHYTE BALFOUR. With
an Introduction by GEORGE W. BALFOUR, M.D., LL.D., F.R.S.S. Crown too. 6s. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Biographies.
Stone (E. D.), M.A., late Assistant Master at Eton. SELECTIONS FROM THE
ODYSSEY. Fcap. too. is. 6d.

Stone (S. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS. With a Memoir by F. G. ELLERTON, M.A.
With Portrait. Crown too. 6s.

Straker (F.), Assoc. of the Institute of Bankers, and Lecturer to the London Chamber of
Commerce. See Books on Business.

Streane (A. W.), D.D. See Churchman's Bible.

Stroud(H.),D.Sc.,M. A., Professor of Physics in the Durham College of Science, Newcastle-

on-Tyne. See Textbooks of Technology.
Strutt (Joseph). THE SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF
ENGLAND. Illustrated by many engravings. RevisedbyJ. CHARLEsCox, LL.D., F.S.A.

Quarto, us. net.

Stuart (Capt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE FOR PERSIA. With a Map. Crowntoo. 6s.

Sturch (F.)., Manual Training Instructor to the Surrey County Council. SOLUTIONS TO
THE CITY AND GUILDS QUESTIONS IN MANUAL INSTRUCTION DRAW-
ING. Imp. 4to. as.

Suckling (Sir John). FRAGMENTA AUREA : a Collection of all the Incomparable
Peeoes, written by. And published by a friend to perpetuate his memory. Printed by his

own copies.
Printed for HUMPHREY MOSELEY, and are to be sold at his shop, at the sign of the Princes

Arms in St. Paul's Churchyard, 1646.
SuddardS (F.). See C. Stephenson.
Surtees (R. S.). See Illustrated Pocket Library.
Swift (Jonathan). THE TOURNALTO STELLA. Edited byG. A. AITKEN. Cr. too. 6s.

Symes(J.E.).M.A. THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. SecondEdition. Crowntoo. ?s.6d.

Syrett (Netta). See Little Blue Books.
TacitUS. AGRICOLA. With Introduction, Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. DAVIS, M.A.,

late Assistant Master at Weymouth College. Fcap. too. zs.

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Fcap. too. 23. See also Classical Translations.

Tauler (J.). See Library of Devotion.

Taunton (E. L.). A HISTORY OF THE JESUITS IN ENGLAND. With Illustra-

tions. Demy too. zis. net.

Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF METAPHYSICS. Demy too. ios.6d.net.

Taylor (F. G.), M.A. See Commercial Series.

Taylor (I. A.). See Oxford Biographies.
Taylor (T. M.), M.A., Fellow of Gonville and Caius College, Cambridge. A CONSTI-
TUTIONAL AND POLITICAL HISTORY OF ROME. Crown too. ^s. 6d.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and an

Introduction, by J. CHURTON COLLINS, M.A. Crowntoo. 6s.

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE PRINCESS. Edited by J. CHURTON COLLINS, M.A.
Crou'n too. 6s. See also Little Library.

Terry (C. S.). See Oxford Biographies.
Terton (Alice). LIGHTS AND SHADOWS IN A HOSPITAL. Crown too. 3*- &/.

Thackeray (W. M.). See Little Library.
Theobald (F. W.), M.A. INSECT LIFE. Illustrated. Second Ed. Revised. Cr.too. zs.6d.

Thompson (A. H.). See The Little Guides.
Tileston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH FOR DAILY NEEDS. Tenth Edition.

Fcap. too. as. 6d. net. Also editions in superior binding 5$. and 6s.

Tompkins (H. W.), F. R. H. S. See The Little Guides.

Townley (Lady Susan). MY CHINESE NOTE-BOOK With 16 Illustrations and 2

Maps. Third Edition. Demy toe. los. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Toynbee (Paget), M.A., D.Litt. DANTE STUDIES AND RESEARCHES. Demy

too. ioj. 6d. net. See also Oxford Biographies.
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Trench (Herbert). DEIRDRE WED : and Other Poems. Crown Svo. 5s.

Trevelyan (G. M.), Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE
STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

Troutbeck (G. E.). See The Little Guides.
TuckWGll (Gertrude). See Social Questions Series.

Twining (LOUisa). See Social Questions Series.

Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.C.S., Head of Chemical Department, Swansea Technical College.
See Junior School Books.

Tyrell-Gill (Frances). See Little Books on Art.

Vaughan (Henry). See Little Library.
Voegelin (A.), M.A. See Junior Examination Series.

Wade (G. W.), D.D. OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY. With Maps. Third Edition,
Crown Svo. 6s.

Wagner (Richard). See A. L. Cleather.

Wall (J. C.) DEVILS. Illustrated by the Author and from photographs. Demy Svo.

V. (>d. net. See also The Antiquary's Books.
Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art.

Walton (Izaac) and Cotton (Charles). See Illustrated Pocket Library, Methuen's Uni-
versal Library, and Little Library.

WarmelO (D. S. Van). ON COMMANDO. With Portrait. Crown Svo. 3j. 6d.

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). WITH THE SIMPLE-HEARTED: Little Homiliesto
Women in Country Places. Small Pott Svo. 2s. net. See also Little Library.

Weatherhead (T. c.), M.A. EXAMINATION PAPERS IN HORACE. Crown Svo. 2*.

See also Junior Examination Serii

_ . T.). See Little Blue Bo
Webber (F. C. ). See Textbooks of Technology.
Wells (Sidney H.). See Textbooks of Technology.
Wells (J.),M. A., Fellow and Tutor ofWadham College. OXFORD AND OXFORD LIFE.
By Members of the University. Third Edition Crown Svo. 3*. 6</.

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Fifth Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d.

This book is intended for the Middle and Upper Forms of Public Schools and for Pass
Students at the Universities. It contains copious Tables, etc. See also TheLittle Guides.

Wetmore (Helen C.). THE LAST OF THE GREAT SCOUTS (' Buffalo Bill'). With
Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy Svo. 6s.

Whibley (C. ). See Henley and Whibley.
Whibley (L.), M.A., Fellow of Pembroke College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR-
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION AND CHARACTER. Crown Svo. 6s.

Whitaker (G. H.), M.A. See Churchman's Bible.

White (Gilbert). THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by L. C.

MIALL, F.R.S., assisted by W. WARDE FOWLER, M.A. Crown Svo. 6s. See also Methuen's
Universal Library.~
itfield (E. E.). See Commercial Series.

itehead (A. W.). GASPARD DE COLIGNY. With many Illustrations. Demy Svo.

T.2S. 6ct. net.

Whitley (MiSS). See Social Questions Series.

Whyte (A. G.), B.Sc., Editor of Electrical Investments. See Books on Business.

Wilberforce (Wilfrid) See Little Books on Art.

Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS. Crown Svo. 5s. net.

Also a Limited Edition on Japanese Vellum. Demy Svo. 2, 23. net ; and a Limited
Edition on hand-made paper. Demy Svo. 2is.net. A Colonial Edition is also published.

WilkinS (W. H.), B. A. See Social Questions Series.

Wilkinson (J. Frome). See Social Questions Series.

Williamson (W.). THE BRITISH GARDENER. Illustrated. Demy Svo. los. 6d.

Williamson (W.), B.A. EASY DICTATION AND SPELLING. Third Edition.

Fcap. Svo. is. See also Junior Examination Series and Junior School Books.

Wilmot-Buxton(E. M.). MAKERS OF EUROPE. Crown too. Third Edition. 3*. 6d.

A Text-book of European History for Middle Forms.
THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and Illustrations. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d.

See also The Beginner's Books.
Wilson (Bishop). See Library of Devotion.

Willson (Beckfes). LORD STRATHCONA : the Story of his Life. Illustrated. Demy
Svo. TS. 6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Wilson (A. J.), Editor of the Investor's Review, City Editor of the Daily Chronicle. See

Books on Business.

WilSOn (H. A.). See Books on Business.
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Wilton (Richard), M.A. LYRA PASTORALIS : Songs of Nature, Church, and Home.
Pott Svo. zs. 6V.

A volume of devotional poems.
Winbolt(S. E.), M.A., Assistant Master in Christ's Hospital. EXERCISES IN LATIN
ACCIDENCE. Crown Svo. rs.6d.
An elementary book adapted for Lower Forms to accompany the Shorter Latin Primer.

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE : An Aid to Composition. CrownSvo. 35. 6d. KEY, 5* . net.

Windle (B. C. A.), D.Sc., F.R.S. See Antiquary's Books and The Little Guides.

Winterbotham (Canon), M.A., B.Sc., LL.B. See Churchman's Library.
Wood (J. A. E.). See Textbooks of Technology.
Wordsworth (Christopher). See Antiquary's Books.
WordSWOrth (W.). See Little Library.
Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.). See Little Library.
Wright (Arthur), M. A.

,
Fellow of Queen's College, Cambridge. See Churchman's Library.

Wright (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION. Fcap. Svo. is.bd.

"Wrong, (George M.), Professor of History in the University of Toronto. THE EARL OF
ELGIN. With Illustrations. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net.

Wylde (A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA. With a Map and a Portrait. Demy Svo.

Wyndham (G.), M.P. THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an Intro-

duction and Notes. Demy Svo. Buckram, gilt top. ics. 6d.

Wyon(R.) and Prance (G.). THE LAND OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being a

description of Montenegro. With 40 Illustrations. Crown Svo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Yeats (W. B.). AN ANTHOLOGY OF IRISH VERSE. Revised and Enlarged

Yendis (M.). THE GREAT RED FROG. A Story told in 40 Coloured Pictures. Fcap.
8?>0. is. net,

Young (Filson). THE COMPLETE MOTORIST. With 138 Illustrations. Third
Edition. Demy Svo. 12*. 6d. net.

Young (T. M.). THE AMERICAN COTTON INDUSTRY : A Study of Work and
Workers. With an Introduction by ELIJAH HELM, Secretary to the Manchester Chamber
of Commerce. Crown. Svo. Cloth, 2S. f>d. ; paper boards, is. 6d.

Zenker (E. V.). ANARCHISM. Demy too. 7s.6d.
Zimmern (Antonia). WHAT DO WE KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRICITY?
Crown Svo. is. 6d. net.

Antiquary's Books, The
General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A.

A series of volumes dealing with various branches of English Antiquities ;

comprehensive and popular, as well as accurate and scholarly.
ENGLISH MONASTIC LIFE. By the Right Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. Second

Edition, revised. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net.
REMAINS OF THE PREHISTORIC AGE IN ENGLAND. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S.
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net.

OLD SERVICE BOOKS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH. By Christopher Wordsworth, M.A., and
Henry Littlehales. With Coloured and other Illustrations. Demy Svo. 7*. 6W. net.

CELTIC ART. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations and Plans. Demy
Svo. ?s. 6d. net.

*ARCH^JOLOGY AND FALSE ANTIQUITIES. By R. Munro, LL.D. With numerous Illus-

trations. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net.

SHRINES OF BRITISH SAINTS. By J. C. WALL. With numerous Illustrations and Plans.

Demy Svo. ^s. 6d. net.

Beginner's Books, The
*EASV FRENCH RHYMES. By Henri Blouet. Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. -is.

*EASY STORIES FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. By E. M. Wilmot-Buxton, Author of Makers of

Europe.' Fcap. Svo. is.

Business, Books on
Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. net.

A series of volumes dealing with all the most important aspects of commercial and
financial activity. The volumes are intended to treat separately all the considerable
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industries and forms of business, and to explain accurately and clearly what they do
and how they do it, The first Twelve volumes are

PORTS AND DOCKS. By Douglas Owen.
RAILWAYS. By E. R. McDermott.
THE STOCK EXCHANGE. By Chas. Duguid. Second Edition.
THE BUSINESS OF INSURANCE. By A. J. Wilson.
THE ELECTRICAL INDUSTRY: LIGHTING, TRACTION, AND POWER. By A. G. Whyte, B.Sc.
THE SHIPBUILDING INDUSTRY. By David Pollock, M.I.N.A.
THE MONEY MARKET. By F. Straker.
THE BUSINESS SIDE OF AGRICULTURE. By A. G. L. Rogers, M.A.
LAW IN BUSINESS. By H. A. Wilson.
THE BREWING INDUSTRY. By Julian L. Baker, F.I.C., F.C.S.
THE AUTOMOBILE INDUSTRY. By G. de H. Stone.
MINING AND MINING INVESTMENTS. By 'A. Moil.'

*THE BUSINESS OF ADVERTISING. By Clarence G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law. Illustrated.

*TRADE UNIONS. By G. Drage.
*CiviL ENGINEERING. By T. Claxton Fidler, M. Inst. C.E. Illustrated.
*THE COAL INDUSTRY. By Ernest Aves. Illustrated.

Byzantine Texts
Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D.

A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars.
ZACHARIAH OF MITYLENE. Translated by F. J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks. Demy

EVAGRIUS. Edited by Leon Parmentier and M. Bidez. Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

THE HISTORY OF PSELLUS. Edited by C. Sathas. Demy Svo. 15.?. net.

ECTHKSIS CHRONICA. Edited by Professor Lambros. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net.

THE CHRONICLE OF MOREA. Edited by John Schmitt. Demy Svo. jss.net.

Churchman's Bible, The
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.

A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the

general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text.
Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is

stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com-

position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre

spending as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are

deemed necessary being placed in footnotes.

THE EPISTLE TO THE GALATIANS. Edited by A. W. Robinson, M.A. Second Edition. Fcap.
Zvo. is. 6d. net.

ECCLESIASTES. Edited by A. W. Streane, D. D. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. net.

THE EPISTLE TO THE PHILIPPIANS. Edited by C. R. D. Biggs, D.D. Fcap Svo. is. 6d. net.

THE EPISTLE OF ST. JAMES. Edited by H. W. Fulford, M.A. Fcap. Svo is. 6d. net.

ISAIAH. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. Two Volumes. Fcap. Svo. zs.net each. With Map.
THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO THE EPHESIANS. Edited by G. H. Whitaker,

M.A. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. net.

Churchman's Library, The
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.,

A series of volumes upon such questions as are occupying the attention of Church

people at the present time. The Editor has enlisted the services of a band of

scholars, who, having made a special study of their respective subjects, are in a

position to furnish the best results of modern research accurately and attractively.

THE BEGINNINGS OP ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map.
Crown Svo. $s. 6d.

SOME NEW TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. By Arthur Wright, M.A. Crown &vo. t>s.
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THE KINGDOM OF HEAVBN HERE AND HEREAFTER. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A., B.Sc.,
LL.B. Crown 6vo. y. 6d.

THB WORKMANSHIP OF THE PRAYER BOOK : Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By
J. Dowden, D.D. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. y. 6d.

EVOLUTION. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. Crmvn &vo. 35. 6d.

THE OLD TESTAMENT AND THE NEW SCHOLARSHIP. By J. W. Peters, D.D. CrotvnZvo. 6s.

THE CHURCHMAN'S INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD TESTAMENT. By A. M. Mackay, B.A.
Crown Svo. 3*. 6d.

THE CHURCH OF CHRIST. By E. T. Green, M.A. Crtnvn Svo. 6s.

COMPARATIVE THEOLOGY. By J. A. MacCulloch. Crown Zvo. 6s.

Classical Translations
Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford.

Crown 8vo.

A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics. The Publishers have
enlisted the services of some of the best Oxford and Cambridge Scholars, and it is

their intention that the series shall be distinguished by literary excellence as well as

by scholarly accuracy.
AESCHYLUS Agamemnon, Choephoroe, Eumenides. Translated by Lewis Campbell, LL.D. 5^.

CICERO De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. P. Moor, M.A. 3*. 6d.

CICERO Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro Mureno, Philippic n., in Catilinam). Translated

by H. E. D. BI.AKISTON, M.A. 5*.

CICERO De Natura Deorum. Translated by F. Brooks, M.A. 3*. 6d.

CICERO De Omens. Translated by G. B. Gardiner, M.A. is. 6d.
HORACE The Odes and Epodes. Translated by A. D. Godley, M.A. zj.

LUCIAN Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Menippus, The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite, The
Lover of Falsehood). Translated by S. T. Irwin, M.A. 3*. 6d.

SOPHOCLES Electra and Ajax. Translated by E. D. A. Morshead, M.A. 2s. 6V.

TACITUS Agricola and Germania. Translated by R. B. Townshend. zs. 6d.

THE SATIRES OF JUVENAL. Translated by S. G. Owen. is. 6d.

Commercial Series, Methuen's
Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A.

Crown &V0.

A series intended to assist students and young men preparing for a commercial
career, by supplying useful handbooks of a clear and practical character, dealing
with those subjects which are absolutely essential in the business life.

COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN THEORY AND PRACTICE. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. $s.
An introduction to Methuen's Commercial Series treating the question of Commercial

Education fully from both the point of view of the teacher and of the parent.
BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES FROM ELIZABETH TO VICTORIA. By H. de B. Gibbins,

Litt.D., M.A. Third Edition, as.

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION PAPERS. By H. de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. is. 6tt.

THE ECONOMICS OK COMMERCE, By H. de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. is. 6d.
A GERMAN COMMERCIAL READER. By S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary, zs.

A COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Fourth
Edition, vs.

A COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OF FOREIGN NATIONS. By F. C. Boon, B.A. 2*.

A PRIMER OF BUSINESS. By S. Jackson, M.A. Third Edition, is. 6d.
COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC By F. G. Taylor, M.A. Third Edition, is. 6d.
FRENCH COMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE. By S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third

GERMAN COMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE. By S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. -21. 6d.
A FRENCH COMMERCIAL READER. By S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition. 2S.

PRECIS WRITING AND OFFICE CORRESPONDENCE. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second
Edition, ss.

A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS AND BUSINESS. By H. Jones, is. 6d.
THE PRINCIPLES OF BOOK-KEEPING BY DOUBLE ENTRY. By J. E. B. M'Allen, M.A. 2*.

COMMERCIAL LAW. By W. Douglas Edwards, a*.
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Connoisseur's Library, The
Wide Royal 8vo. 25.?. net.

A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, written by experts for collectors, superbly
illustrated in photogravure, collotype, and colour. The technical side of the art is

duly treated. The first volumes are
MEZZOTINTS. By Cyril Davenport. With 40 Plates in Photogravure.
PORCELAIN. By Edward Dillon. With 19 Plates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in

Photogravure.
*MINIATURES. By Dudley Heath. With 9 Plates in Colour, 13 in Collotype, and 15 in

Photogravure.
*!VORIES. By A. Maskell. With 80 Plates in Collotype and Photogravure.

Devotion, The Library of
With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes.

Small Pott &vo, cloth, 2s. ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

The masterpieces of devotional literature. The books are furnished with such
Introductions and Notes as may be necessary to explain the standpoint of the author
and the obvious difficulties of the text, without unnecessary intrusion between the

author and the devout mind,
THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Third Edition.
THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. Edited by Walter Lock, D.D. Second Edition.
THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Fourth Edition.
A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. Edited by J. W. Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition.
LYRA INNOCENTIUM. Edited by Walter Lock, D.D.
A SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE. Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Second Edition.
THE TEMPLE. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, D.D.
A GUIDE TO ETERNITY. Edited by J. W. Stanbridge, B,D.
THE PSALMS OF DAVID. Edited by B. W. Randolph, D.D.
LYRA APOSTOLICA. Edited by Canon Scott Holland and Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A.
THE INNER WAY. By J. Tauler. Edited by A. W. Hutton, M.A.
THE THOUGHTS OF PASCAL. Edited by C. S. Jerram, M.A.
ON THE LOVE OF GOD. By St. Francis de Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A.
A MANUAL OF CONSOLATION FROM THE SAINTS AND FATHERS. Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D.
THE SONG OF SONGS. Edited byB. Blaxland, M.A.
THE DEVOTIONS OF ST. ANSELM. Edited by C. C. J. Webb, M.A.
GRACE ABOUNDING. By John Bunyr -. Edited by S. C. Freer, M.A.
BISHOP WILSON'S SACRA PRIVATA. Baited by A. E. Burn, B.D.
LYRA SACRA: A Book of Sacred Verse. Edited by H. C. Beeching, M.A, Canon of West-

minster.
A DAY BOOK FROM THE SAINTS AND FATHERS. Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D.
HEAVENLY WISDOM. A Selection from the English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory.
LIGHT, LIFE, and LOVE. A Selection from the German Mystics. Edited by W. R. Inge, M.A.

Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books, The
Fcap 8vo. $s. 6d. net each vohime.

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and

general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions

without introduction or notes.

COLOURED BOOKS
OLD COLOURED BOOKS. By George Paston. With 16 Coloured Plates. Fcap. 8vo. is. net.

THE LIFE AND DEATH OF JOHN MYTTON, ESQ. By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by
Henry Alken and T. J. Rawlins. Third Edition. 31. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30$. net.

THE LIFE OF A SPORTSMAN. By Nimrod. With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Alken.

3*. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30.5-. net.

HANDLEY CROSS. By R. S. SURTEES. With 17 Coloured Plates and 100 Woodcuts in the

Text by John Leech. 3*. 6rf. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30$. net.

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 Wood-
cuts in the Text by John Leech. 35. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30*. tut.
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JORROCKS' JAUNTS AND JOLLITIES. By R. S. Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H.
Alken. y. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 305-. net.

This volume is reprinted from the extremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which contains

Alken's very fine illustrations instead of the usual ones by Phiz.

ASK MAMMA. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the Text by
John Leech. 3*. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 301. net.

THE ANALYSIS OF THE HUNTING FIELD. By R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates by
Henry Alken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood. y. 6d. net.

TUB TOUR OF DR. SYNTAX IN SEARCH OF THE PICTURESQUE. By William Combe. With
30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 35. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 301. net.

THE TOUR OF DOCTOR SYNTAX IN SEARCH OK CONSOLATION. By William Combe. With
24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 3$. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30?. net.

THE THIRD TOUR OF DOCTOR SYNTAX IN SEARCH OF A WIFE. By William Combe. With
24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 3*. 64. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30^. net.

THE HISTORY OF JOHNNY QUAE GENUS : the Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. By
the Author of ' The Three Tours.

1 With 24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 3*. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30$. net.

THE ENGLISH DANCE OF DEATH, from the Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical Illus-

trations by the Author of ' Doctor Syntax.
1 Two Volumes. Js. net.

This book contains 76 Coloured Plates.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 301. net.

THE DANCE OF LIFE: A Poem. By the Author of 'Doctor Syntax.
1

Illustrated with 26
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 3*. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 301. net.

LIFE IN LONDON : or, the Day and Night Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and his Elegant
Friend, Corinthian Tom. By Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by I. R. and G.
Cruikshank. With numerous Designs on Wood. 3*. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30?. net.

*REAL LIFE IN LONDON: or, the Rambles and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esq., and his

Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured Plates

by Alken and Rowlandson, etc. Two Volumes, js. net.

THE LIFE OF AN ACTOR. By Pierce Egan. With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane,
and several Designs on Wood. 3*. 6ii. net.

THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. By Oliver Goldsmith, ,/ith 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row-
landson. y. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japenese paper. 30*. net.
A reproduction of a very rare book.

THE MILITARY ADVENTURES OF JOHNNY NEWCOME. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured
Plates by T. Rowlandson. 3$. 6d. net.

THE NATIONAL SPORTS OF GREAT BRITAIN. With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates by
Henry Alken. 3.5. 6d. net.

Also a limited edition on large Japanese paper. 30*. net.
This book is completely different from the large folio edition of ' National Sports

'

by the
same artist, and none of the plates are similar.

THE ADVENTURES OF A POST CAPTAIN. By A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates by
Mr. Williams. y. 6d. net.

GAMONIA: or, the Art of Preserving Game ; and an Improved Method of making Plantations
and Covers, explained and illustrated by Lawrence Rawstorne, Esq. With 15 Coloured
Plates by T. Rawlins. 3*. (>d. net.

AN ACADEMY FOR GROWN HORSEMEN : Containing the completes! Instructions for Walking,
Trotting, Cantering, Galloping, Stumbling, and Tumbling. Illustrated with 27 Coloured
Plates, and adorned with a Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey Gambado, Esq.
y. 6d. net.

REAL LIFE IN IRELAND, or, the Day and Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq., and his Elegant
Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty. By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloured Plates by Heath,
Marks, etc. 3.1. 6d. net.

THE ADVENTURES OF JOHNNY NEWCOME IN THE NAVY. By Alfred Burton. With 16
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson 3.?. 6d. net.

'THE OLD ENGLISH SQUIRE: A Poem. By John Careless, Esq. With 20 Coloured Plates
after the style of T. Rowlandson.
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PLAIN BOOKS
THE GRAVE : A Poem. By Robert Blair. Illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis

Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of William Blake. With an Engraved Title Page
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R.A. 3*. (>d. net.
The illustrations are reproduced in photogravure. Also a limited edit ion on large Japanese

paper, with India proofs and a duplicate set of the plates. i$s. net.
ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE BOOK OF JOB. Invented and engraved by William Blake. 3*. 6d. net.

These famous Illustrations 21 in number are reproduced in photogravure. Also a limited
edition on large Japanese paper, with India proofs and a duplicate set of the plates. 151. net.

/Esop's FABLES. With 380 Woodcuts by Thomas Bewick, y. t>d. net.
WINDSOR CASTLE. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text

by George Cruikshank. y. 6d. net.

THB TOWER OF LONDON. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcuts in

the Text by George Cruikshank. 3$. (,d. net.

FRANK FAIRLEGH. By F. K. Smedley. With 30 Plates by George Cruikshank. 3$. 6d. net.
HANDY ANDY. By Samuel Lover. With 24 Illustrations by the Author. 3*. 6d. net.
THE CO.MPLEAT ANGLER. By Izaak Walton and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77
Woodcuts in the Text. %s. 6d. net.

This volume is reproduced from the beautiful edition of John Major of 1824.
THE PICKWICK PAPERS. By Charles Dickens. With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and

Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Contemporary Onwhyn Plates. 3*. 6rf. net.

Junior Examination Series
Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. is.

This series is intended to lead up to the School Examination Series, and is intended
for the use of teachers and students, to supply material for the former and practice
for the latter. The papers are carefully graduated, cover the whole of the subject
usually taught, and are intended to form part of the ordinary class work. They
may be used vivd voce or as a written examination.
UNIOR FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS. By F. Jacob, M.A.
UNIOR LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS. By C. G. Sotting, M.A. Third Edition.
UNIOR ENGLISH EXAMINATION PAPERS. By W. Williamson, M.A.
UNIOR ARITHMETIC EXAMINATION PAPERS. By W. S. Beard. Second Edition.
UNIOR ALGEBRA EXAMINATION PAPERS. By S. W. Finn, M.A.
UNIOR GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS. By T. C. Weatherhead, M.A.
UNIOR GENERAL INFORMATION EXAMINATION PAPERS. By W. S. Beard.
UNIOR GEOGRAPHY EXAMINATION PAPERS. By W. G. Baker, M.A.
UNIOR GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. Voegelin, M.A.

Junior School-Books, Metliuen's
Edited by O. D. INSKIP, LL.D., and W. WILLIAMSON. B.A.

A series of elementary books for pupils in lower forms, simply written

by teachers of experience.
ACLASS-BOOKOF DICTATION PASSAGES. By W.Williamson, B.A. Tenth Edition. Cr.Zvo. is.6d.

THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MATTHEW. Edited by E. Wilton South, M.A. With Three

Maps. Crown Svo. is. 6d.
THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MARK. p:dited by A. E. Rubie, D.D. With Three Maps.
Crown 8vo. is. 6d.

A JUNIOR ENGLISH GRAMMAR. By W. Williamson, B.A. With numerous passages for

parsing and analysis, and a chapter on Essay Writing. Second Edition. Crown 8w. 2s.

A JUNIOR CHEMISTRY. By E. A. Tyler, B.A., F.C.S. With 73 Illustrations. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. 2S. 6d.

THE ACTS OK THE APOSTLES. Edited by A. E. Rubie, D.D. Crown Svo. as.

A JUNIOR FRENCH GRAMMAR. By L. A. Sornet and M. J. Acatos. Crown Sro. xs.

ELEMENTARY EXPERIMENTAL SCIENCE. PHYSICS by W. T. Clough, A.R.C.S. CHEMISTRY
by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 2 Plates and 154 Diagrams. Crown Svo. 2*. 6d.

A JUNIOR GEOMETRV. By Noel S. Lydon. With 230 Diagrams. Crown SPO. 2s.

*.\ JUNIOR MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY. By W. T. CLOUGII. With many Illustrations.

Crown 8vo. ss. 6d.
*ELEMENTARY EXPERIMENTAL CHEMISTRY. By A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With many Illus-

trations. Crown Sro. zs.

'"A. JUNIOR FRENCH PROSE. By R. R. N. Baron, M.A. Crown&vo. zs.

*THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. LUKE. With an Introduction and Notes by William

Williamson, B. A. With Three Maps. Crown Svo. is. 6if.
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Leaders of Religion
Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. With Portraits.

Crown 8w. 2S. net,

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious life

and thought of all ages and countries.

CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. Hutton. I WILLIAM LAUD. By \V. H. Hutton, M.A.

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Overton, M.A.
BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. W. Daniell,

CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. Hutton, M.A.
CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D.
JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Lock, D.D.
THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. Oliphant.
LANCELOT ANDREWKS. By R. L. Ottley,

D. D. Second Edition.
AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. By E. L.

Cults, D.D.

Second Edition.

JoHNKNOX. ByF.MacCunn. SecondEdition.
JOHN HOWE. By R. F. Horton, D.D.
BISHOP KEN. By F. A. Clarke, M.A.
GEORGE Fox, THK QUAKER. By T. Hodgkin,
D.C.L.

JOHN DONNE. By Augustus Jessopp, D.D.
THOMAS CRANMER. By A. J. Mason, D.D.
BISHOP LATIMER. By R. M. Carlyle and A.

J. Carlyle, M.A.
'

BISHOP BUTLER. By W. A. Spooner, M.A.

Little Blue Books, The
General Editor, E. V. LUCAS.

Illustrated. Demy i6ttio. 2s. dd.

A series of books for children. The aim of the editor is to get entertaining or

exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied rather than

expressed.
1. THE CASTAWAYS OF MEADOWBANK. By Thomas Cobb.
2. THE BEECHNUT BOOK. By Jacob Abbott. Edited by K. V. Lucas.

3. THB AIR GUN. By T. Hilbert.

4. A SCHOOL YEAR. By Netta Syrett.

5. THB PEELES AT TIIF. CAPITAL. By Roger Ashton.
6. THE TREASURE OF PRINCEGATE PRIORY. By T. Cobb.

7. Mrs. BARBERRY'S GENERAL SHOP. By Roger Ashton.
8. A BOOK OF BAD CHILDREN. By W. T. Webb.
9. THE LOST BALL. l!y Thomas Cobb.

Little Books on Art
With many Illustrations. Demy \dnio. 2s. 6d. net.

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the

subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced
with the greatest care. Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from

30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure.
GREEK ART. H. B. Walters.
BOOKPLATES. E. Almack.
REYNOLDS. J. Sime.
ROMNEY. George Paston.
WATTS. Miss R. E. D. Sketchier.
I.EIGHTON. Alice Corkran.

VELASQUFZ. Wilfrid Wilberforce and A. R.
Gilbert.

GREUZE AND BOUCHER. Eliza F. Pollard.
VANDYCK. M. G. SMALLWOOD.

TURNER. F. Tyrell-Gill.
DURER. Jessie Allen.
HOPPNER. H. P. K. Skipton.
HOLBEIN. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

HitRNF.-JoNES. Fortunes de Lisle.

REMBRANDT. Mrs. E. A. Sharp
COROT. Alice Pollard and Ethel Birnstingl.
MILLET. Netta Peacock.
^RAPHAEL. A. R. DRYHURST.
'ILLUMINATED MSS. J. W. Bradley.

Little Galleries, The
Demy i6>no. 2s. dd. net.

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great painters.
Each volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of the
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted.
A LITTLB GALLERY OF REYNOLDS. I A LITTLE GALLERY OF HoprNER.
A LITTLE GALLERY OF ROMNEY. A LITTLE GALI.EKY OF MILLAIS.

A LITTLE GALLERY OF ENGLISH POKTS.
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Little Guides, The
Small Polt 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d. net.; leather, 3*. f>d. net.

OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES, By J. Wells, M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New. Ftwth
Edition.

CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COLLEGES. By A. Hamilton Thompson. Second Edition. Illustrated

by E. H. New.
THE MALVERN COUNTRY. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Illustrated by E. H. New.
SHAKESPEARE'S COUNTRY. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Illustrated by E. H. New.

Second Edition.
SUSSEX. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New.
WESTMINSTER ABBEY. By G. E. Troutbeck. Illustrated by F. D. Bedford.
NORFOLK. By W A. Dutt. Illustrated by B. C. Boulter.
CORNWALL. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated by B. C. Boulter.
BRITTANY. By S. Baring-Gould. Illustrated by J. Wylie.
HERTFORDSHIRE. By H. W. Tompkins, F.R.H.S. Illustrated by E. H. New.
THE ENGLISH LAKES. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New.
KENT. By G. Clinch. Illustrated by F. D. Bedford.
ROME By C. G. Ellaby. Illustrated by B. C. Boulter.
THE ISLE OF WIGHT. By G. Clinch. Illustrated by F. D. Bedford.
SURREY. By F. A. H. Lambert. Illustrated by E. H. New.
BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. By E. S. Roscoe. Illustrated by F. D. Bedford.
SUFFOLK. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by J. Wylie.
DERBYSHIRE. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. Illustrated by J. C. Wall.
THE NORTH RIDING OF YORKSHIRE. By J. E. Morris. Illustrated by R. J. S. Bertram.
HAMPSHIRE. By J. C. Cox. Illustrated by M. E. Purser.
SICILY. By F. H. Jackson. With many Illustrations by the Author.
^DORSET. By Frank R. Heath. Illustrated.

*CHKSHIRK. By W. M. Gallichan. Illustrated by Elizabeth Hartley.

Little Library, The
With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces.

Small Pott 8vo. Each Volume, cloth, is. 6d. net ; leather, zs. 6d. net.

A series of small books under the above title, containing some of the famous works
in English and other literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and belles lettres.

The series also contains volumes of selections in prose and verse.

The books are edited with the most sympathetic and scholarly care. Each one
contains an introdnction which gives (i) a short biography of the author; (2) a
critical estimate of the book. Where they are necessary, short notes are added at

the foot of the page.
Each volume has a photogravure frontispiece, and the books are produced with

great care.
ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE BOOK OF. Anon.
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. By Jane Austen. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Two Volumes.
NORTHANGER ABBEY. By Jane Austen. Edited by E. V. Lucas.
THE P:SSAYS OF LORD BACON. Edited by Edward Wright.
THE INGOLSBY LEGENDS. By R. H. Barham. Edited by J. B. Atlay. Two Volumes.
A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE. Edited by Mrs. P. A. Barnett.
THE HISTORY OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. By William Beckford. Edited by E. Denisnn Ross,
SELECTIONS FROM WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited by M. Perugini.
LAVENGRO. By George Borrow. Edited by F. Hindes Groome. Two Volumes.
THE ROMANY RYE. By George Borrow. Edited by John Sampson.
SELECTIONS FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. Hall Griffin, M.A.
SELECTIONS FROM THE ANTI-JACOBIN ; with George Canning's additional Poems. Edited by

Lloyd Sanders.
THE ESSAYS OF ABRAHAM COWLF.Y. Edited by H. C. Minchin.
SELECTIONS FROM GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C. Deane.

JOHN HALIFAX GENTLEMAN. By Mrs. Craik. Edited by Annie Matheson. Two Volumes.
THE ENGLISH POEMS OF RICHARD CRAWSHAW. Edited by Edward Hutton.
THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Translated by H. F. Gary. Edited by Paget Toynbee, M.A.,

D.Litt.
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Translated by H. F. Carv. Edited by Paget Toynbee. M.A.

D.Litt.
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THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Translated by H. F. Gary. Edited by Paget Toynbee, M.A.,
D.Litt.

SELECTIONS FROM THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. Edited by R. A. Streatfeild.

A LITTLE BOOK OF LIGHT VERSE. Edited by A C. Deane.
MARKIAGK. By Susan Ferrier. Edited by Miss Goodrich Freer and Lerd IddesUigh. Two

I'oluwts.
THE INHERITANCE. By Susan Ferrier. Edited by Miss Goodrich Freer and Lord Iddesleigh.

CRANFORD. By Mrs. Gaskell. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Second Edition.
THE SCARLET LETTER. By Nathaniel Hawthorne. Edited by Percy Dearmer.
A LITTI.K BOOK OF SCOTTISH VERSE. Edited by T. F. Henderson.
POEMS. By John Keats. With an Introduction by L. Binyon and Notes bv J. MASEFIKI.D.
EOTHEN. By A. W. Kinglake. With an Introduction and Notes. Second Edition.
EI.IA, AND THE LAST ESSAYS OF ELiA. By Charles Lamb. Edited by E. V. Lucas.
LONDON LYRICS. By F. Locker. Edited by A. D. Godley, M.A.

A reprint of the First Edition.

SELECTIONS FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by L. M. Faithfull.

THE POEMS OF ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by E. Wright.
THE MINOR POEMS OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A.
MANSIE WAUCH. By D. M. Moir. Edited by T. F. Henderson.
A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH SONNETS. Edited by J. B. B. Nichols.
THE MAXIMS OF LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated by Dean Stanhope. Edited by O. H.

Powell.

REJECTED ADDRESSES. By Horace and James Smith. Edited by A. D. Godley, M.A.
A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. By Laurence Sterne. Edited by H. W. Paul.
THE EARLY POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON. Edited byj. Churton Collin-;, M.A.
IN MEMORIAM. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited by H. C. Beeching, M.A.
THE PRINCESS. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited by Elixabeth Wordsworth.
MAUD. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited by Elizabeth Wordsworth.
VANITY FAIR. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by S. Gywnn. Three I'olumes.

PENDENNIS. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by S. Gwynn. Three I'olumes.

ESMOND. By \V. M. Thackeray. Edited by S. Gwynn.
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by S. Gwynn.
THE POEMS OF HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward Hutton.
THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. By Izaak Walton. Edited by J. Buchan.
A LITTLE BOOK OF LIKE AND DEATH. Edited by Mrs. Alfred Waterhouse. Sixth Edition.
SELECTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell C. Smith.
LYRICAL BALLADS. By W. Wordsworth and S. T. Coleridge. Edited by George Sampson.

Miniature Library, Methuen's

Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of

humanity, devotion, or literary genius.
EUPHRANOR : A Dialogue on Youth. By Edward FitzGerald. From the edition published l.y

W. Pickering in 1851. Demy ^mo. Leather, vs. net.

POLONIUS : or Wise Saws and Modern Instances. By Edward FitzGerald. From the edition

published by W. Pickering in 1852. Demy 32wo. Leather, 2S. net.

THERUBAIYAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. By Edward FitzGerald. From the ist edition of i8sg,
Second Edition. Leather, 2*. net.

THE LIFE CF EDWARD, LORD HERBERT OF CHERBUKY. Written by himself. From the
edition printed at Strawberry liill in the year 1764. Medium ^2n:o. Leather, 2S. net.

THE VISIONS OF DOM FRANTISCO QUF.VEDO VILLEGAS, Knight of the Order of St. James
Made English by li. L. From the edition printed for H. Herringman i6f>8. Leather.
21. net.

POEMS. P,y Dora Greenwell. From the edition of 1848. Leather, zs. net.

The Oxford Biographies

Ffap. Svo. Each volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. net ; leather, T,S. f>d. net.

These books are written oy scholars of repute, who combine knowledge and
literary skill with the power of popular presentation. They are illustrated from
authentic material.
DANTE ALIGHIERI. By Paget Toynbee, M. A., D.Litt. With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition.
SAVONAROLA. By E. L. S. Horsburgh, M.A. With 12 Illustrations. Second Editien.

JOHN HOWARD. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. With 12 Illustrations.
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TENNYSON. By A. C. BENSON, M.A. With g Illustrations.
WALTER RALEIGH. By I. A. Taylor. With 12 Illustrations.
ERASMUS. By E. F. H. Capey. With 12 Illustrations.
THE YOUNG PRETENDER. By C. S. Terry. With 12 Il

ROBERT BURNS. By T. F. Henderson. With 12 Illustr

THE YOUNG PRETENDER. By C. S. Terry. With 12 Illustratio

ROBERT BURNS. By T. F. Henderson. With 12 Illustrations.
CHATHAM. By A. S. M'Dowall. With 12 Illustrations.
ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI. By Anna M. Stoddart. With 16 Illustrations.
CANNING. By W. A. Phillips. With 12 Illustrations.
BEACONSFIELU. By Walter Sichel. With 12 Illustrations.
GOETHE. By H. G. Atkins. With 12 Illustrations.

School Examination Series
Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown 9vo. zs. 6ct,

FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth Edition.
A KEY, issued to Tutors and Private Students only to be had on application to the

Publishers. Fifth Edition. Crown &vo. 6s. net.
LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Twelfth Edition.

KEY {Fourth Edition) issued as above. 6s. net.

GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Seventh Edition.
KEY (Second Edition) issued as above. 6.?. net.

GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPERS. By R. J. Morich. Fifth Edition.
KEY (Second Edition) issued as above. 6s. net.

HISTORY AND GEOGRAPHY EXAMINATION PAPERS. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Second Edition.
PHYSICS EXAMINATION PAPERS. By R. E. Steel, M.A., F.C.S.
GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. Fourth

Edition.
KEY ( Third Edition) issued as above. -js. net.

EXAMINATION PAPERS IN ENGLISH HISTORY. By J. Tail Plowden-Wardlaw, K.A.

Social Questions of To-day
Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. Crown 8vo. 21. 6d.

A series of volumes upon those topics of social, economic, and industrial interest

that are foremost in the public mind.
Each volume is written by an author who is an acknowledged authority upon the

subject with which he deals.

TRADE UNIONISM NEW AND OLD. By G. Howell. Third Edition.
THE CO-OPERATIVE MOVEMENT TO-DAY. By G. J. Holyoake. Fourth Edition.
MUTUAL THRIFT. By J. Frome Wilkinson, M.A.
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. By J. A. Hobson, M.A. Fourth Edition.
THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. By C. F. Bastable, M.A. Third Edition.
THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. H. Wilkins, B.A.
THE RURAL EXODUS. By P. Anderson Graham.
LAND NATIONALIZATION. By Harold Cox, B.A.
A SHORTER WORKING DAY, By H. de Gibbins and K. A. Hadfteld.
BACK TO THE LAND. An Inquiry into Rural Depopulation. By H. E. Moore.

TRUSTS, POOLS, AND CORNERS. By J. Stephen Jeans.
THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. W. Cooke-Taylor.
THE STATE AND ITS CHILDREN. By Gertrude Tuckwcll.
WOMEN'S WORK. By Lady Dilke, Miss BuIIey, and Miss Whitley.
SOCIALISM AND MODERN THOUGHT. By M. Kauffmann.
THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEMPLOYED. By J. A. Hobson, M.A.
LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By Arthur Sherwell, M.A. Third Edition.
RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. By Clement Edwards.
WORKHOUSES AND PAUPERISM. By Louisa Twining.
UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. By W. Reason, M.A.

Technology, Textbooks of
Edited by PROFESSOR J. WERTHEIMER, F.I.C.

Fully Illustrated.
How TO MAKE A DRESS. By J. A. E. Wood. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. is. 6d.

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By F. C. Webber. Third Editinn. CramnSvo. 3.?. 6d.

PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By Sidney H. Wells. Second Edition. Crown &v<>. $s. 6ct,
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PRACTICAL PHYSICS. By H. Stroud, D.Sc., M.A. Crown 8z>0. 3*. 6d.

MILLINERY, THEORETICAL AND PRACTICAL. By Clare Hill. Second Edition. Crown 8v0. 2S.

PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. Parti. By W. French, M.A. Crown Zvo. Second Edition. is. fid.

PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY. Part 11. By W. French, M.A., and T. H. Boardman, M.A
Crown &va. is. fid.

TECHNICAL ARITHMETIC AND GEOMETRY. By C. T. Millis, M.I.M.E. Crown 8vo. y. 6it.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF TEXTILE DESIGN. By Aldred F. Barker. Demy 3vo.

js. 6d.

BUILDERS' QUANTITIES. By H. C. Grubb. Crown 8vo. 4.?. 6d.

METAL WORK (REPOUSSE). By A. C. Horth. Crown 8r<?. 3^-. (x/.

Theology, Handbooks of

Edited by R. L. OTTLEY, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford,
and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford.

The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of

Theology with trustworthy Text-books, adequately representing the present position
of the questions dealt with ; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on

Theology and Religion.
THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, D.D.

Third and Cheaper Edition in one Volume. Denty &vo. i2S. 6d.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF RELIGION. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. Third
Edition. Demy Svo. TOS. 6d.

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCARNATION. By R. L. Ottley, D.D. Second and Cheaper Edition.

Demy Szro. 12s. 6d.

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF THE CREEDS. By A. E. Burn, B.D. Dewy Sro.

los. 6d.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENGLAND AND AMERICA. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D.
Demy Zvo. los. 6d.

A HISTORY OF EARLY CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. By J. F. Bethune Baker, M.A. Demy ova.

los. 6<t.

Methuen's Universal Library
EDITED BY SIDNEY LEE. / Sixfenny Volumes.

MESSRS. METHUEN are preparing a new series of reprints containing both books of classical

repute, which are accessible in various forms, and also some rarer books, ofwhich no satisfactory
edition at a moderate price is in existence. It is their ambition to place the best books of all

nations, and particularly of the Anglo-Saxon race, within the reach of every reader. All the

great masters of Poetry, Drama, Fiction, History, Biography, and Philosophy will be repre-
sented. Mr. Sidney Lee will be the General Editor of the Library, and he will contribute a
Note to each book.

The characteristics of METHUEN'S UNIVERSAL LIBRARY are five :

i. SOUNDNESS OF TEXT. A pure and unabridged text is the primary object of the series,
and the books will be carefully reprinted under the direction of competent scholars from the
best editions. In a series intended for popular use not less than for students, adherence to the
old spelling would in many cases leave the matter unintelligible to ordinary readers, and, as the

appeal of a classic is universal, the spelling has in general been modernised.
a. COMPLETENESS. Where it seems advisable, the complete works of i>uch masters as Milton

Bacon, Ben Jonson and Sir Thomas Browne will be given. These will be issued in separate
volumes, so that the reader who does not desire all the works of an author will have the oppor-
tunity of acquiring a single masterpiece.

3. CHEAPNESS. The books will be well printed on good paper at a price which un the whole
is without parallel in the history of publishing. Each volume will contain from too to 350 pages,
and will be issued in paper covers, Crown 8vo, at Sixpence net. In a few cases a long book will

be issued as a Double Volume at One Shilling net.

4. CLEARNESS OF TYPE. The type will be a very legible one.

5. SIMPLICITY. There will be no editorial matter except a short biographical and biblio-

graphical note by Mr. Sidney Lee at the beginning of each volume.
The volumes may also be obtained in cloth at One Shilling net, or in the case of a Double

Volume at One and Sixpence net. Thus TOM JONES may be bought in a Double paper volume
at One Shilling net, or in one cloth volume at is. 6d. net.

The Library will be issued at regular intervals after the publication of the first six book*, all

of which will be published together. Due notice will be given of succeeding issues. The orders
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of publication will be arranged to give as much variety of subject as possible, and the volume
composing the complete works of an author will be issued at convenient intervals.

These are the early Books, all of which are in the Press.
THE WORKS OK WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. In 10 volumes.

VOL. i. The Tempest; The Two Gentlemen of Verona ;
The Merry Wives of Windsor;

Measure for Measure ; The Comedy of Errors.
VOL. ii. Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's Labour's Lost ;

A Midsummer Nights' Dream ;

The Merchant of Venice ; As You Like It.

VOL. in. The Taming of the Shrew ; All's Well that Ends Well ; Tw.lfth Night ; The
Winter's Tale.

THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS. By John Bunyan.
THE NOVELS OF JANE AUSTEN. In 5 volumes.

VOL. i. Sense and Sensibility.
THB ENGLISH WORKS OF FRANCIS BACON, LORD VERULAM.

Vol. i. Essays and Counselsand the New Atlantis.
THE POEMS AND PLAYS OF OLIVER GOLDSMITH.
ON THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. By Thomas a Kempis.
THE WORKS OK BEN JOHNSON. In about 12 volumes.

VOL. i. The Case is Altered ; Every Man in His Humour ; Every Man out of His Humour.
THE PROSE WORKS OF JOHN MILTON.

VOL. i. Eikonoklastes and The Tenure of Kings and Magistrates.
SELECT WORKS OF EDMUND BURKE.

Vol. i. Reflections on the French Revolution
Vol. n. Speeches on America.

THE WORKS or HENRY FIELDING.
Vol. i. Tom Jones. (Double Volume. )

Vol. ii. Amelia. (Double Volume. )

THE POEMS OF THOMAS CHATTERTO.N. In 2 volumes.
Vol. I. Miscellaneous Poems,
Vol. ii. The Rowley Poems.

THE MEDITATIONS OF MARCUS AURELIUS. Translated by R. Graves.
THE HISTORY OF THE DECLINE AND FALL OK THE ROMAN EMPIRE. By Edward Gibbon.

The Notes have been revised by J. B. Bury, Litt.D.
THB PLAYS OF CHRISTOPHER MAKLOWE.

Vol. i. Tamburlane the Great ; The Tragical History of Doctor Faustus.
Vol. ii. The Jew of Malta: Edward the Second ; The Massacre at Paris; The Tragedy of

Dido.
THE NATURAL HISTORY AND ANTIQUITIES OF SELBORNE. By Gilbert White.
THE COMPLETE ANGLER. In 2 volumes.

Vol. i. By Izaak Walton.
Vol. II. Part 2, by Cotton, and Part 3 by Venables.

THE POEMS OF PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. In 4 volumes.
Vol. i. Alastor ; The Daemon of the World ; The Revolt of Islam, etc.

THE WORKS OF SIR THOMAS BROWNE. In 6 volumes.
Vol. i. Religio Medici and Urn Burial.

THE POEMS OF JOHN MILTON. In 2 volumes.
Vol. i. Paradise Lost.
Vol. II. Miscellaneous Poems and Paradise Regained.

HUMPHREY CLINKER. By T. G. Smollett.

SELECT WORKS OF SIR THOMAS MORE.
Vol. i. Utopia and Poems.

THE ANALOGY OF RELIGION, NATURAL AND REVEALED. By Joseph Butler, D.D.
OM HI-MAN UNDERSTANDING. By John Locke. In 3 volumes.
THE POEMS OF JOHN KEATS. In -2 volumes.
THE DIVINE COMEDY OF DANTE. The Italian Text edited by Paget Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt.

(A Double Volume.)

Westminster Commentaries, The
General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College,
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford.

The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author's

meaning to the present generation. The editors will not deal, except very subor-

dinately, with questions of textual criticism or philology; but, taking the English
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text in the Revised Version as their basis, they will try to combine a hearty accept-
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith.

THE BOOK OF GENESIS. Edited with Introduction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D. Third
Edition Demy 8vo. IDJ. 6d.

THE BOOK OF JOB. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson. D. D. Secomi Edition. Demy %vo. 6s.

THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. Edited by R. B. Rackham, M.A. Demy Stv, Second and
Cheaper Edition, lot. 6d.

THE FIRST EPISTLE OF PAUL THE APOSTLE TO THE CORINTHIANS. Edited by H. L.

Goudge, M.A. Demy 8vo. 6s.

THE EPISTLE OF ST. JAMES. Edited with Introduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling, M.A.

Demy &vo. 6s.

PART II. FICTION
Marie Corelli's Novels
Crown 8v0. 6s. each.

A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. Twenty-Fifth Edition.
VENDETTA. Twenty-First Edition.

THELMA. Thirty-First Edition.

ARDATH : THE STORY OF A DEAD SELF. Fifteenth Edition.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Twelfth Edition.
WORMWOOD. Fourteenth Edition.

BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Thirty-Ninth Edition.
1 The tender reverence of the treatment and the imaginative beauty of the writing have

reconciled us to the daring of the conception. This "Dream of the World's Tragedy"
is a lofty and not inadequate paraphrase of the supreme climax of the inspired narra-

tive.' Dublin Review.
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Forty-Eighth Edition.

'A very powerful piece of work. . . .> The conception is magnificent, and is likely
to win an abiding place within the memory of man. . . . The author has immense command
of language, and a limitless audacity. . . . This interesting and remarkable romance will

live long after much of the ephemeral literature of the day is forgotten. ... A literary

phenomenon . . . novel, and even sublime.' W. T. STEAD in the Review ofReviews.
THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. [ T65M Thousand.

'It cannot be denied that "The Master Christian" is a powerful book; that it is one

likely to raise uncomfortable questions in all but the most self-satisfied readers, and
that it strikes at the root of the failure of the Churches the decay of faith in a
manner which shows the inevitable disaster heaping up ... The good Cardinal Bonpr is a
beautiful figure, fit to stand beside the good Bishop in

" Les Miserable*." It is a book
with a serious purpose expressed with absolute unconventionality and passion . . . And this

is to say it is a book worth reading.' Examiner.
TEMPORAL PpWER: A STUDY IN SUPREMACY. ( I5oM Thousand.

1
It is impossible to read such a work as "

Temporal Power "
without becoming convinced

that the story
is intended to convey certain criticisms on the ways of the world and certain

suggestions for the betterment of humanity. ... If the chief intention of the book was to

hold the mirror up to shams, injustice, dishonesty, cruelty, and neglect of conscience,
nothing but praise can be given to that intention." Morning Post.

GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE STORY. Sixth Edition.

Anthony Hope's Novels
Crown 8v<y. 6s. each.

THE GOD IN THE CAR. Tenth Edition.
' A very remarkable book, deserving of critical analysis impossible within our limit ;

brilliant, but not superficial ; well considered, but not elaborated ; constructed with
the

proverbial
art that conceals, but yet allows itself to be enjoyed by readers to whom

fine literary method is a keen pleasure. The World.
A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition.

'A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to human nature. The characters are traced with a

masterly hand.' Times.
A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition.

'Of all Mr. Hope's books, "A Man of Mark" is the one which best compares with
The Prisoner of Zenda."

'

National Observer.
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THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT ANTONIO. Fifth Edition.
'It is a perfectly enchanting story of love and chivalry, and pure romance. The Count

is the most constant, desperate, and modest and tender of lovers, a peerless gentleman,
an intrepid fighter, a faithful friend, and a magnanimous foe.' Guardian.

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. MILLAR. Sixth Edition.
' The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with vitality, stirring the blood.' Si. James's Gazette.

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Sixth Edition.
'There is searching analysis of human nature, with a most ingeniously constructed plot.

Mr. Hope has drawn the contrasts of his women with marvellous subtlety and delicacy.'
Times.

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fourth Edition.
' In elegance, delicacy, and tact it ranks with the best of his novels, while in the wide

range of its portraiture and the subtilty of its analysis it surpasses all his earlier ventures.
'

Spectator.
QUISANTE. Fourth Edition.

' The book is notable for a very high literary quality, and an impress of power and
mastery on every page,' Daily Chronicle.

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES.

W. W. Jacobs' Novels
Crown 8vo.

3.5-. 6d. each.
MANY CARGOES. Twenty-Seventh Edition.
SEA URCHINS. Eleventh Edition.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. Sixth Edition.
'Can be unreservedly recommended to all who have not lost their appetite for wholesome

laughter.
'

Specto.tor.
' The best humorous book published for many a day.

'

Black and White.
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.

' His wit and humour are perfectly irresistible. Mr. Jacobs writes of skippers, and mates,
and seamen, and his crew are th* jolliest lot that ever sailed.' Daily News.

'

Laughter in every page.' Daily Mail.

Lucas Malet's Novels
Crown 8v0. 6s. each.

COLONEL ENDERBY'SWIFE. Third Edition.

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New Edition.

LITTLE PETER. Second Edition, y. 6d.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Fourteenth Edition.
THE CARISSIMA. Fturth Edition.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edition.
' In " The Gateless Barrier

"
it is at once evident that, whilst Lucas Malet has preserved

her birthright of originality, the artistry, the actual writing, is above even the high level of
the books that were born before.

'

Westminster Gazette.

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD CALMADY. Seventh Edition. A Limited
Edition in Two Volumes. Crown %vo. izs.

' A picture finely and amply conceived. In the strength and insight in which the story
has been conceived, in the wealth of fancy and reflection bestowed upon its execution,
and in the moving sincerity of its pathos throughout, "Sir Richard Calmady" must rank as

'The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet's genius. A picture of maternal love by turns tender
and terrible." Spectator.

' A remarkably fine book, with a noble motive and a sound conclusion.' Pilot.

Gilbert Parker's Novels
Cro-wn 8vo. 6s. each.

PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. Fifth Edition.
'

Stories happily conceived and finely executed. There is strength and genius in Mr
Parker's style.' Daily Telegraph.

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition.
' A splendid study of character.' Athencrum.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. Second Edition.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illustrated. Eighth Edition.
1 A rousing and dramatic tale. A book like this is a joy inexpressible. 'Daily Chronicle.
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WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fifth
Edition.
'Here we find romance real, breathing, living romance. The character of Valmond

is drawn unerringly.' Pall Mall Gazette.
AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.'

Third Edition.
' The present book is full of fine and moving stories of the great North.' Glasgow Herald.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illustrated. Thiritcnth Edition.
1 Mr. Parker has produced a really fine historical novel.' Athenteum.
1 A great book.' Black and White.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG : a ReRomance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. Fourth
Edition.

1

Nothing more vigorous or more human has come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this

novel.' Literature.
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. Second Edition, y. 6d.

'Unforced pathos, and a deeper knowledge of human nature than he has displayed before.'

Pall Mall Gazette.

Arthur Morrison's Novels
Crown &v0. 6s. each.

TALES OF MEAN STREETS. Sixth Edition.
'A great book. The author's method is amazingly effective, and produces a thrilling

sense of reality. The writer lays upon us a master hand. The book is simply appalling
and irresistible in its interest. It is humorous also ; without humour it would not make the
mark it is certain to make.' World.

\ CHILD OF THE JAGO. Fourth Edition.
' The book is a masterpiece.' Pall Mall Gazette.

TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition.

'This is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison, gracious and tender, sympathetic and human.'

Daily Telegraph.
CUNNING MURRELL.

' Admirable. . . Delightful humorous relief ... a most artistic and satisfactory
achievement 'Spectator.

THE HOLE IN THE \VALL. Third Edition.
'A masterpiece of artistic realism. It has a finality of touch that only a master may

command.' Daily Chronicle.
' An absolute masterpiece, which any novelist might be proud to claim.' Graphic.
' " The Hole in the Wall "

is a masterly piece
of work. His characters are drawn with

amazing skill. Extraordinary power.' Dotty Telegraph.

Eden PMllpotts' Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

LYING PROPHETS.
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fifth Edition.
THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. Fourth Edition.

' Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what school-boys do, and can lay bare their inmost

thoughts ; likewise he shows an all-pervading sense of humour.' Academy.
SONS OF THE MORNING. Second Edition.

' A book of strange power and fascination.' Morning Post.
THE STRIKING HOURS. Second Edition.

'

Tragedyand comedy, pathos and humour, are blended to a nicety in this volume.' W'orld.
' The whole book is redolent of a fresher and ampler air than breathes in the circumscribed

life of great towns.' Spectator.
THE RIVER. Third Edition.

'"The River" places Mr. Phillpotts in the front rank of living novelists. 'Punch.
'Since " Lorna Doone" we have had nothing so picturesque as this new romance.' Bir-

mingham Gazette.
' Mr. Phillpotts's new book is a masterpiece which brings him indisputably into the front

rank of English novelists.' Pall Mall Gazette.
' This great romance of the River Dart. The finest book Mr. Eden Phillpotts has writtc"..'

MorninrPost.
THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Third Edition.
THE SECRET WOMAN. Second Edition.
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S. Baring-Gould's Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

ARMINELL. Fifth Edition.
URITH. Fifth Edition.
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh

Edition.
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition.
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third

Edition.
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition.

IACQUETTA. Third Edition.
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition.
NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated.

Fourth Edition.
DARTMOOR IDYLLS.

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third
Edition.

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated.
Second Edition.

BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition.
DOMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edition.
PABO THE PRIEST.
WINIFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.
THE FROBISHERS.
ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated.

MISS QUILLST. Illustrated.

LITTLE TU'PENNY. A New Edition. 6d.

CHRIS OF ALL SORTS.
IN DEWISLAND. Second Edition.

Robert Barr's Novels
Crown %vo. 6s. each.

IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. Third Edition.
' A book which has abundantly satisfied us by its capital humour.' Daily Chronicle.

THE MUTABLE MANY. Second Edition.
' There is much insight in it, and much excellent humour." Daily Chronicle.

THE VICTORS.
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Third Edition.

'Of these mediaeval romances, which are now gaining ground, "The Countess Teklu '

is the very best we have seen.' Pall Mall Gazette.

THE LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition.

THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT.

E. Maria Albanesi's Novels
Crown 8v0. 6s. each.

SUSANNAH AND ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition.

THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. Second Edition.

CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edition.

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition.

PETER, A PARASITE.

B. M. Croker's Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

A.NGEL. Fourth Edition. I A STATE SECRET. Third Edition.

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Sixth Edit. JO HANNA. Second Edition.

THE OLD CANTONMENT. I
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Second Edition.

J. H. Findlater's Novels
Crown 8v0. 6s. each.

THE GREEN GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Edition.

Mary Findlater's Novels
Crown Svo. 6s.

\ NARROW WAY. Third Edition.
\

THE ROSE OF JOY. Second Edition.

OVER THE HILLS.

Robert Hichens' Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

THE PROPHET OF BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition.

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Second Edition.

FELIX. Fourth Edition.

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Fifth Edition.

BYEWAYS. 3*. f>d.

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH Seventh Edition.
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Henry James's Novels
Crown 8v0. 6s. each.

THE SOFT SIDE. Second Edition.
\
THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition.

THE BETTER SORT.
|
THE GOLDEN BOWL.

Mary E. Mann's Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

OLIVIA'S SUMMER. Second Edition.
A LOST ESTATE. A New Edition.
THE PARISH OF HILBY. A Nc.

Edition.
THE PARISH NURSE.
GRAN'MA'S JANE.
MRS. PETER HOWARD.

A WINTER'S TALE. A A'< Editicn.
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A New

Edition.
THERE WAS ONCE A PRINCE. Illus-

Illus-

trated. 3.?. fid.

WHEN ARNOLD COMES HOME.
trated. -3,5. 6d.

W. Pett Ridge's Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

LOST PROPERTY. Second Edition.
\
A BREAKER OF LAWS. 3*. 6<t.

ERB. Second Edition. MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS.
A SON OF THE STATE. 3s. 6d.

\
SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. y. ud.

Adeline Sergeant's Novels
Crown 8vo. 6s. each.

THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD.
BARBARA'S MONEY. Second Edition.
ANTHEA'S WAY.
THE YELLOW DIAMOND. Second
Edition.

UNDER SUSPICION.

THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME.
THE ENTHUSIAST.
ACCUSED AND ACCUSER. Second

Edition.
THE PROGRESS OF RACHEL.
THE MYSTERY OF THK MOAT.

Albanesi (E. Maria). See page 35.

Anstey (F.), Author of 'Vice Versa.' A BAYARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated by
BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Third Edition. Crown ?>vo. y 6d.

BacheUer (Irving), Author of ' Eben Holden.
1 DARR'EL OF THE BLESSED ISLES

Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s.

BagOt (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s.

Balfour (Andrew). See Shilling Novels.

Baring-Gould (S.). See page 35 and Shilling Novels.

BarlOW(Jane). THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. Crown Bv*. 6s. See also Shil-

ling Novels.
BaiT (Robert). See page 35 and Shilling Novels.

Begbie (Harold). THE ADVENTUKKS OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Crmtmtev. 6s.

Beiioc (ffiiaire). EMMANUEL BURDEN, MERCHANT, with 36 illustrations by
G. K. CHESTERTON. Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s.

Benson (E. F.). See Shilling Novels.
Benson (Margaret). SUBJECT TO VANITY. Crown too. 2s. 6d.

Besant (Sir Walter). See Shilling Novels.
Bowles (C.Stewart). A STRETCH OFF THE LAND, crmvn^e. 6s.

Bullock ( Shan. F.). THE SQUIREEN. Crown Sw. 6*.

THE RED LEAGUERS. Crown Svt. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Burton (J. BlOUndelleX THE YEAR ONE : A Page of the French Revolution. Illus-

trated. Crown 8vo. 6s.

THE FATE OF VALSEC. Crown Bvo. 6s.

A BRANDED NAME. Crown Svo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Capes (Bernard), Author of 'The Lake of Wine.' THE EXTRAORDINARY CON-
FESSIONS OF DIANA PLEASE. Third Edition. CroivnZvo. 6s.

Chesney (Weatherby). THE BAPTST RING. Crown Svo. 6s.

THE TRAGEDY OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Crown Svo. 6s.
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Dawson(A. J.). DANIEL WHYTE. Crown Zvo. y . 6d.awson. .. E. Crown Zvo. y . 6d.

Doyle (A. Conan), Author of 'Sherlock Holmes,' 'The White Company.' etc. ROUNDTHE RED LAMP. Ninth Edition. Crown Sz'O. 6s.

THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. Second Edition. CmmZve. 6s.

Clifford (Hugh). A FREE LANCE OF TO-DAY. Cwn Zvo. 6s.

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). See also Shilling Novels and Books for Boys and Girls.
CObb (Thomas). A CHANGE OF FACE. Crown 8ro. 6s.

Cobban (J. Maclaren). See Shilling Novels.
Corelli (Marie). See page 32.
Cotes (Mrs. Everard). See Sara Jeannette Duncan.
Cottereii (Constance). THE VIRGIN AND THE SCALES. CrownZve. 6s.
Crane (Stephen) and Barr (Robert). THE O'RUDDY. Crown 8w. 6s.
Crockett (S. R.), Author of 'The Raiders,

1

etc. LOCHINVAR. Illustrated.
Edition. Crownlvo. 6s.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Crown 8vo. 6s.

(B. M.). See pnge 35 .

J.). DANIEL WHY
onan), Author of 'She

RED LAMP. Ninth Edition. Crown Sz'O. 6s.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (-Mrs. Everard Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERI.
CANS. Illustrated. Third Edition. Crnvn'&vo. 6s.

THE POOL IN THE DESERT. Crown Sva. 6s.
A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6ei.

Findlater (J. H.). See page 35 and Shilling Novels.
Findlater (Mary). See page 35.

Fitzpatrick(K.) THE \VEANS AT ROWALLAN. Illustrated. Cnvmtoo. 6s.

Fitzstephen (Gerald). MORE KIN THAN KIND. CrownZre. 6s.

Fletcher (J. S.). LUCIAN THE DREAMER. Crown 8vo. 6s.

DAVID MARCH. Crown 8r-o. 6s.

Francis (M. E.). See Shilling Novels.
Fraser (Mrs. Hugh), Author of 'The Stolen Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE
Gallon (Tom), Author of 'Kiddy.' RICKERBY'S FOLLY. Crown too. 6s.

Gerard (Dorothea), Author of 'Lady Baby.' THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
Second Edition. Crown too. 6s.

HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. Crmvntoo. 6s.

MADE OF MONEY. Crown Svo. 6s.

THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Crown too. 6s.

Gerard (Emily). THE HERONS' TOWER. Crown too. 6s.

GiSSing (George), Author of 'Demos,' 'In the Year of Jubilee' etc. THE TOWN
TRAVELLER. Second Edition. Crown too. 6s.

THE CROWN OF LIFE. Crown too. 6s.

Glanville (Ernest). THE INCA'S TREASURE. Illustrated. Crewntoo. 3s.6d.
Gleig (Charles). HUNTER'S CRUISE. Illustrated. Crown too. 2s.6<t.
GOSS (C. F.). See Shilling Novels.
Herbertson (Agnes G.). PATIENCE DEAN. Crown toe. 6s.

Hichens (Robert). See page 35.
Hobbes (John Oliver), Author of 'Robert Orange.' THE SERIOUS WOOING.

Crown SZAJ. 6s.

Hope (Anthony). See page 32.

Hough (Emerson). THE MISSISSIPPI BUBBLE. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s.

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe), Author of. 'Captain Kettle.' MR. HORROCKS, PURSER.
Third Edition. Crown'&vo. 6s.

Jacobs (W. W.). See page 33.
James (Henry). See page 36.
Janson (GUStaf). ABRAHAM'S SACRIFICE. Crown to>o. 6s.

Keays(H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT EATHETH BREAD WITH ME. Crown Zvo. 6s.

Lawless (Hon. Emily). See Shilling Novels.
Lawson (Hairy), Author of 'When the Billy Boils.' CHILDREN OF THE BUSH.
Crown 6vo. 6s.

Levett-YeatS (S.). ORRAIN. Second Edition. CrownZvo. 6s.

Linden (Annie). A WOMAN OF SENTIMENT. ow &vt>. 6s.

Linton (E. Lynn). THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, Christian and
Communist. Twelfth Edition. Medium Svo. 6d.

Long (J. Luther), Co-Author of 'The Darling of the Gods.' MADAME BUTTERFLY.
,CrownZz'o. 3*. dd.

vn Svo. 6s.

NOVELIST, ^nd Thousand. Cr. 8tv. y. 6d.

SIXTY JANE . Crown Zvo. 6s.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN,
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M'Carthy (Justin H.), Author of '

If I were King.' THE LADY OF LOYALTY HOUSE.
Third Edition. Crmvn Svo. 6s.

THE DRYAD. Crown too. 6s.

Mackie (Pauline Bradford). THE VOICE IN THE DESERT. Crowntoo. 6s.

Macnaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF CHRISTINA MACNAB. Third Edition.
Crown too. 6s.

Malet (Lucas). See page 33.
Mann (Mrs. M. E.). See page 36.
Marriott (Charles), Author of 'The Column. GENEVRA. Second Edition. Cr. too. 6s.

Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE. Second Edition. Croiuntoo. 6s.

A METAMORPHOSIS. Crown too. 6s.

GARNERED. Crowntoo. 6s.

A DUEL. Crowntoo. 6s.

Mason (A. E. W.), Author of ' The Courtship of Morrice Buckler,
1 ' Miranda of the Balconv,

etc. CLEMENTINA. Illustrated. Crown too. Second Edition. 6s.

Mathers (Helen), Author of 'Comin' thro' the Rye.' HONEY. Fourth Edition.
Crowntoo. 6s.

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Crown too. 6s.

Meade (L.T.). DRIFT. Crowntoo. 6s.

RESURGAM. Crmvn too. 6s.

Meredith (Ellis). HEART OF MY HEART. Crown too. 6s.
' Miss Molly

'

(The Author of). THE GREAT RECONCILER. Craam too. 6s.

Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition
Crown too. y. 6d.

IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. Third Edition. Crown too. 6s.

THE RED DERELICT. Crown too. 6s.

Montresor (F. F.), Author of
'

Into the Highways and Hedges.
1 THE ALIEN. Third

Edition. Crown too. 6s.

Morrison (Arthur). See page 34.
Nesbit (E.). (Mrs. E. Bland). THE RED HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Crown too. 6s.

THE LITERARY SENSE. Crown too. 6s.

NorriS (W. E.). THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Crown too. 6s.

THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. Crown too. 6s.

NIGEL'S VOCATION. Crmvn too. 6s.

LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS. Crown too. 6s.

BARHAM OF BELTANA. Crmvn too. 6s.

Oliphant (Mrs.). See Shilling Novels.
Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Seventh Edition.

Oppenheim'(E. Phillips). MASTER OF MEN. Third Edition. Crowntoo. 6s.

Oxenham (John), Author of 'Barbe of Grand Bayou.' A WEAVER OF WEBS.
Second Edition. Crown too. 6s.

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Crown too. 6s.

Pain (Barry). THREE FANTASIES. Crmvn too. is.

LINDLEY KAYS. Third Edition. Crowntoo. 6s.

Parker (Gilbert). See page 3 .

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Crmvn too. 6s.

I CROWN THEE KING. With Illustrations by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier.
Crown too. 6s.

(Mrs. F. E.). See Shilling Novels.
' '

S (Eden). See page 34 and Shilling Novels.

(Marmaduke). SAID THE FISHERMAN. Fifth Edition. Crmvntoo. 6s.

-BRENDLE. Crown too. 6s.

-Pryce (Richard). WINIFRED MOUNT. A N Edition. Crown too. 6s.

Q/ Author of 'Dead Man's Rock.' THE WHITE WOLF. Second Edition. Cmm
too. 6s.

Queux (W. le). THE HUNCHBACK OF WESTMINSTER. Third Edition. Crown
too. 6s.

THE CLOSED BOOK. Second Edition. Crowntoo. 6s.

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. Illustrated. Crown too. 6s.

RgrortlraceX
THE .WOOING OF SHEILA, second Edition, cwntoo. 6s.

:E OF LISNOVER. Crown Sro. 6s.
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Rhys (Grace) and A
DOROTHY GWYN JEF

and Another. THE DIVERTED VILLAGE, with illustrations by
_ ;YN JEFFREYS. Crown too. 6s.

Ridge (W. Pett). See page 36.
Ritchie (Mrs. David G.). THE TRUTHFUL LIAR. Crow* too. 6s.

Roberts (C. G. D.). THE HEART OF THE ANCIENT WOOD. Crown too. js.Sit.
-Robertson (Frances Forbes). THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. CrowiSw. 6t.

RUSSell (W. Clark). MY DANISH SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Fourth Edition
Crown too. 6s.

ABANDONED. Second Edition. Crown too. 6s.

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. Illustrated. Crown 6vo. 6s.

Sergeant (Adeline). See page 36.
Shannon (W. F.). THE MESS DECK. Crowntoo. 3*. W.
JIM TWELVES. Second Edition. Crown too. 3s.6d.

Sonnichsen (Albert). DEEP SEA VAGABONDS. Crowntoo. 6s.

Stringer (Arthur). THE SILVER POPPY. Crown too. 6s.

Sutherland (DucheSS Of). See Shilling Novels.
Swan (Annie). See Shilling Novels.

Tanqueray (Mrs. B. M.). THE ROYAL QUAKER. Crown too. 6s.

Thompson (Vance). SPINNERS OF LIFE. Crowntoo. 6s.

Waineman (Paul). BY A FINNISH LAKE. Crown too. 6s.

THE SONG OF THE FOREST. Crown too. 6s. See also Shilling Novels.
Watson (H. B. Marriott). ALARUMS AND EXCURSIONS. Crowntoo. 6f.

CAPTAIN FORTUNE. Second Edition. Crown too. 6s.

Wells (H. G.) THE SEA LADY. Crown too. 6s.

Weyman (Stanley), Author of 'A Gentleman of France.' UNDER THE RED ROBE
With Illustrations by R. C. WOODVILLE. Eighteenth Edition. Crown too. 6s.

White (Stewart E.). Author of 'The Blazed Trail.' CONJUROR'S HOUSE. A Romance
of the Free Trail. Second Edition. Crown too. 6s.

White (Percy). THE SYSTEM. Second Edition. Crowntoo. 6s.

Williamson (Mrs. C. N.), Author of 'The Barnstormers.' PAPA. Second Edition.
Crown too. 6s.

THE ADVENTURE OF PRINCESS SYLVIA. Crown too. y. 6d.

THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Crown too. 6s.

THE SEA COULD TELL. Second Edition. Crowntoo. 6s.

THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS. Crown too. 6s.

Williamson (C. N. and A. M.). THE LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : Being the
Romance of a Motor Car. Illustrated. Tenth Edition. Crown too. 6s.

THE PRINCESS PASSES. Illustrated. Second Edition. Crown toe. 6s.

Methuen's Shilling Novels

Cloth, is. net.

ENCOURAGED by the great and steady sale of their Sixpenny Novels, Messrs. Methuen have
determined to issue a new series of fiction at a low price under the title of ' METHUEN'S SHILLING
NOVELS.' These books are well printed and well bound in cloth, and the excellence of their

quality may be gauged from the names of those authors who contribute the early volumes of
tha series.

Messrs. Methuen would point out that the books are as good and as long as a six shilling

novel, that they are bound in cloth and not in paper, and that their price is One Shilling net.

They feel sure that the public will appreciate such good and cheap literature, and the books can
be seen at all good booksellers.

The first volumes are-
Adeline Sergeant. A GREAT LADY.
Richard Marsh. MARVELS AND MYSTERIES.
Tom Gallon. RICKERBY'S FOLLY.
H. B. Marriott-Watson. THE SKIRTS OF HAPPY CHANCE.
Bullock (Shan F.). THE BARRYS.
THE CHARMERS.
Gissing (George). THE CROWN OF LIFE.
Francis (M. E.). MISS ERIN.
Sutherland (Duchess of). ONE HOUR AND THE NEXT.
Burton (J. Bloundelle). ACROSS THE SALT SEAS.
Oliphant (Mrs.). THE PRODIGALS.
Balfour (Andrew). VENGEANCE IS MINE.
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Barr (Robert), Author of ' The Countess Tekla. THE VICTORS.
Penny (Mrs. F. A.)- A MIXED MARRIAGE.
Hamilton (Lord Ernest). MARY HAMILTON.
Gianvilie (Ernest). THE LOST REGIMENT.
Benson (E. F.), Author of ' Dodo.' THE CAPSINA.
GOSS(C.F.). THE REDEMPTION OF DAVID CORSON.
Findlater (J. H.), Author of 'The Green Graves of Balgowrie.' A DAUGHTER OF
STRIFE.

Cobban, (J. M.) THE KING OF ANDAMAN.
Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A WOMAN ALONE.
Phillpotts (EdenX FANCY FREE.

Books for Boys and Girls.

Crown 8vo. $s. 6d.

THE GETTING WELL OF DOROTHY. By Mrs.
W. K. Clifford. Illustrated by Gordon-
Browne. Second Edition.

THE ICELANDER'S SWORD. By S. Baring-
Gould.

ONLY A GUARD-ROOM DOG. By Edith E.
Cuthell.

THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. By Harry
Collingwood.

LITTLE PETER. By Lucas Malet. Second
Edition.

MASTER ROCKAFELLAR'S VOYAGE. By W.
Clark Russell.

THE SECRET OF MADAME DE MONLUC. By
the Author of "

Mdlle. Mori."
SYD BELTON : Or, the Boy who would not go

to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn.
THE RED GRANGE. By Mrs. Molesworth.
A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. By L. T. Meade.
HEPSY GIPSY. By L. T. Meade. 2.?. fW.
THE HONOURABLE Miss. By L. T. Meade.

The Novels of Alexandre Dumas.
Price 6d. Double Volume, is.

THE THREE MUSKETEERS. With P long
Introduction by Andrew Lang. Double
volume.

THE PRINCE OF THIEVES. Second Edition.
ROBIN HOOD. A Sequel to the above.
THE CORSICAN BROTHERS.
GEORGES.
CROP-EARED JACQUOT; JANE; Etc.
TWENTY YEARS AFTER. Double volume.
AMAURY.
THE CASTLE OF EPPSTEIN.
THE SNOWBALL, and SULTANETTA.
CECILE ; OR, THE WEDDING GOWN.
ACTE.
THE BLACK TULIP.
THE VICOMTE DE BRAGELONNE.

Part I. Louis de la Valliere. Double
Volume.

Part II. The Man in the Iron Mask.
Double Volume.

THE CONVICT'S SON.
THE WOLF-LEADER.
NANON; OR, THE WOMEN'S WAR. Double

volume.

PAULINE; MURAT ; AND PASCAL BRUNO.
THE ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN PAMPHILE.
FF.RNANDE.
GABRIEL LAMBERT.
THE REMINISCENCES OF ANTONY.
CATHERINE BLUM.
THE CHEVALIER D'HARMENTAL.
SYLVANDIRE.
THE FENCING MASTER.
CONSCIENCE.
*THE REGENT'S DAUGHTER. A Sequel to

Chevalier d'Harmenul.

Illustrated Edition.

THE THREE MUSKETEERS. Illustrated in

Colour by Frank Adams, zs. 6d.
THE PRINCE OF THIEVES. Illustrated in

Colour by Frank Adams, zs.

ROBIN HOOD THE OUTLAW. Illustrated in

Colour by Frank Adams, vs.

THE CORSICAN BROTHERS. Illustrated in

Colour by A. M. M'Lellan. is. dd.

FERNANDE. Illustrated in Colour by Munro
Orr.

THE BLACK TULIP. Illustrated in Colour bv
A. Orr.

GEORGES. Illustrated in Colour by Munro Orr.

TWENTY YEARS AFTER. Illustrated in Colour
by Frank Adams. 3*.

AMAURY. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon
Browne, zs.

THE SNOWBALL, and SULTANETTA. Illus-

trated in Colour by Frank Adams, ss.

*THE VICOMTE DE BRAGELONNE. Part i.

Illustrated in Colour by Frank Adams.
*CROP-EARED JACQUOT; JANE; Etc. Illus-

trated in Colour by Gordon Browne.
*THE CASTLE OF EPPSTEIN. Illustrated in

Colour by Stewart Orr.
*ACTE. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon

*CECILE ; OR, THE WEDDING GOWN. Illus-

trated in Colour by D. Murray Smith.
*THE ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN PAMPHILE.

Illustrated in Colour by Frank Adams.
THE WQLF-LF.ADER. Illustrated in Colour

iiiusirateu in v^oioi

THE WQLF-LF.ADER
by Frank Adam
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